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” The PRINTER v the 


READER. 


3 ERNderſtanding Reader, I preſent 
©X@pW chis to your view, which has re- 
: Nr ceived applauſe in Action. The 
cacW pc might conceive a com- 
pleat fatisfaftion upon the Stages approba* 
tion : But the Printer reſts not there,know- 
ing that that which was a&ed and appro. 
ved upon theStage, might bee no lefſe ace 


'eeptablein Print. It is now communicated 


to you whoſe leilureand knowledge ad- 
mits of reading and reaſon : Your ludge- 
ment now this Poſthamus aflures himlelfe 
will well atteſt his predeceſſors endeyours 
to give content to men oftheableſt quali- 
ty,ſuch as intelligent readers are here con- 
ccivedto be, I could haye troubled you 
with a longer Epiſtle, bur I feare to ſtay 
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AS | you 
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The Printer to the Reader; | 
you from the booke, Fvhich affords bettet 
words and matter than I can. So thework 


you, 
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Drammatis Perſonx. 


Ine of Sparne, 

Ke A $eo0 

Duke of Medina, 

Marqueſle Dee. 

Alba. 

Roderigs, D ons of Spayne. 

Falaſce. 

Lopez _ 

Queene, A Florentine. 

onal, Necce to Medina, the Contra: 
Red Lady. 

Schaflian Her Sonne. 

Malateſte A Horentine. 

Baltazar The Souldier. 

A Det. 

Cockadilli A tooliſh Courier, 

A Fryer. 
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Altus Priuns. Scena Prima. 


Enter in Magnificent ftateyto the ſound of lowd muſicke,the 
King and © ueenc,as from Church, attended by the Car- 
amall, Count Malatefte,Denma,Rod:rigo Yalaſco, Alba, 
Carlo,and ſome waiting Ladies, The King and Dneexe 
with Comrtl; ( | mplements ſalute and part ; ſhe with one 
halfe attending her : King, Cardinal, and ih' other halfe 
ftay, the King ſeemin! anory and defirons to be rid of ther 


to9, ---- King,C ardinall, Denta,@5c, 


Ky >—% lveus what no man here is maſter of, 
(Breath)lcave us pray,my father Cardinall 
Can by the Phyficke of Philoſophy 


| x et al agenin order. Leave us,pray, exennt 


| Car, How 1s it with you, ir? 

Kin, As with a Shippe | 
Now beat with ſtormes,now fafe,the ſtormes are vaniſht, 
And having you my Pylot, Inet onely 5 Rn] 
Sce ſhorc,vut harbour ; I, to yu will open 


The 


bh. nd 


- os 
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' © The Noble Spanyſh Souldeer, | 


The booke of a blacke ſinne,deepe-printed in me : | 
Oh father ! my diſcaſe lyes in my ſoule, | 
Card. The old wound,Sir ? | | 
Kin. Yes that,it feſters inward : _ 
For though I haye a beauty to my bed 
That even Creation envies at,as wanting 
Sruffe to make ſucheanother, yet on her pillow 
I lye by her, but an Adulterer, 
And ſhe as an Adultereſle , Shee's my Queene 
And wife, yet but my (trumpet; tho the Church 
Set on the ſcale of Mariage ; good Ovelza, 
Neece to our Lord high Contftable of Spaine, 
Was precontracted mine. 
Card. Yet whenlI ſtung : 
Your Conſcience with remembrance of the AR, 
Your.eares vere deafe to counſell, 
 K+#n, I conteſſc it. 
Car. Noi to unty the knot with your new Queene 
Would ſhake your Crowne halte from your head, 
Kin, Even Troy 
; (Tho ſhe hath wept her eyes out )wud find teares 
To wayle my kingdomes ruines, 
Car, What will you doethen ? | 
Ks. She has that Contrat written,ſfcal'd by you, | 
Andother Churchmen (witneſſes untoo't) | 


: 
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A kingdume ſhould be given for that paper, 
Card, I wud not,for what lyes beneath the Moone, 
Be made a wicked Engine to breake in pieces 
That holy Contract, $1 
Kin, *Tis my ſoules aymeto tyeit 
Vpon a faſter knot. 
Car, I doe not ſee 
How you can with fafe conſcience get it from her. | 
Kin, Oh! I know 
I wraltle with a Lyonefle : to impriſon her, 
| And force her too't, I dare not: death ! what King 
| Didever fay I dare not ? I muſt have n ; 
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7 be Nable Spaniſh Souldier: 


| A Baſtard have I by her,and that Cocke 
| Will have (I teare) ſpurres, it he crow after 
| Him that trod for him : ſomething muſt be done 
8 Both to the Henne and Chicken ; haſte you therefore 
To fad Onzl:a, tell her I'me reſolv'd 
| Togive my new Hawke bells,and lether flye ; 
| My Quecne I'me weary of,and her will marry - 
| Tothis our Text adde you what glofle you pleaſc, 
| The ſecret drifts of Kings are dcpthlefle Scas. 


Excaunt. 


A Table ſer ont cover d with blacke : two waxen Tapers : the 
| Kings Piltnre at one end, a Crncefix at the other, Onela 
walking diſcontentedly weeping ro the Crucifix, her Mayd 
| with her,to them Cornego, 


Song, 


. Oh forrewyſorrow\ſay where deſt thou dwell? , 
. Tnthe loweſt roome 
. Artthon borne of Humane Race? 

. Negno, I have a furier face, 

. Artthou in City,T owne or Conrt ? 

. Tto everyplace reſort. 

. Oh why to the world & ſarrow ſent © 
. Men affliFed,beff repent, 

. What dſt thou feed on? 


of Hell. 


Broken ſleepe. 


. What tak'#t thou pleaſure in? 


. Toweepe, 


To ſigh, toſob,to pine,to groane, 
Towrmg my hayds,to fit alone, 
Oh when ? oh when ſpall ſorrow quiet have ? 


. Never, never, never, never, 


Never till foe finds a Grave,” 


Enter ( ornegs, 


Corn, Noleflon, Madam,but Lacrymae's ? if you had buri- 


| ed nine husbands, ſo much water as you might from out of 
an Onyon had beene teares enouw to caſt away upon tellowes 
that cannut thanke you, come be Ioviall, 

of EW One, 


The Noble Spaniſh Soulder, 
One, Sorrow becomes me beſt. | - 
'Cern, A ſuit of laugh and lye downe would weare better, 
One, What ſhould I doe tu be merry, Cornego ? 
Corn, Pe not fad, 
Oxa, Eut what's the beſt mirth in the world ? 

Corn. Marry this, to ſee much, fay little, doe little, get 
little, ſpcnd little,and want nothing. 

One, Dhbut there isa mirth beyond all theſe : 

Tins Picture has ſo vex'd me, I'me halfe mad, 

To ſpite it thevefore Ile fingany ſong | 

Thy {lf ſhalt rune ; fay then what mirth is belt ? | 
Corn, Why then, Madam,what I knocke wat no\y 15 the 

vcry Maribone of mirth,and thus it 15. 

Ons. Say On, 

Corn, The beſt mirth for a Lawyer is to have fooles to 
his Clients: for Cirizens, to have Noblemen pay their 
debrs : for Taylors to have ſtore of Sattin brought in, for 
then hovw little focre their houſes are, they'll bee ſure to 
have large yards : the beſt mirth for baryds is to have freſh 
handſome whores, and fer whores to have rich guls come 
aboard thcir pinnaccs, for then they are ſure to build Gally- 
Afles. 

O®e, Thelſc to ſuch ſoulesare mirth,but to mine none : 
Away. Ex. © 

Enter Cardinal, 

Car, Peace to yuu, Lady. 

One, I will not finne ſo much as haps for peace, 
And tis a mocke ill ſuits your gravity, 

Car, I come to knit the nerves ol your loſt ſtrength, 
To build your ruines up, to ſet you free 
From this your voluntary baniſhment, 
And give new bcing to your murdre fame. 

One, What eEſewlapum can doc this ? 

Car, The King —- tis from the King 1 come? 

One, A name l hate ;' : 

Oh I am dcafc now to your Embaſlic., 
Car, Hcarc what i-ipcaxe, 


- 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier. 

One. Your language breath'd from hum (2 
Is deaths fad doome upon a wretch condemn'd. 

Car, Is it ſuch poyſon ? 

One, Yes, and were you chriſtall, 
What the King fills you with, wud make you breake-: 
You ſhould (my Lord) be like theſe robes youweare, - 
(Pure as the Dyc)and like that reverend ſhape ; 
Nurſe thoughts as full of honour,zeale,and purity; 
You ſhould be the Cuurt-Diall,and diret 
The King with-conſtane motion;be ever beating. 
(Like to Clocke-Hammers ) on his Iron heart 
To make it ſound cleere,and to feele remorſe 
You ſhonld unlocke his-ſoule, wake his dead conſcience, 
Which like a drowlie Centinell gives leave 
For ſinnes vaſt army to beleaguer him ; 
His ruines will be ask'd for at your hands. 

Car, Ihaverais'd upa { REG _ 

Both him and you from falling,doe but heare me. 

One, Be dumbe for ever. 

Car, Let your feares thus dye : 

By all the ſacred relliques of the Church, | : 
And by my holy Orders, what I miniſter 

1s eventhe ſpirit ofhealth, 


Ona. 
Car. 
Oxz. 
Car, 
On4, 
Car, Come,you trifle, 


Onxe 


I ſtill deſpaire : Say on. 
Car, The Ki 


One 
Car 
One 
Car 


Of finne has picrc'd hus ſoule. 


Fle drinke it downe into my ſoule at once, 
Youſhall. 


But ſweare. 
W hat Conjuratiens can more bind mine oath ? 
But did you ſweare in earneſt ? 


. No marvell, for my hepes have bin {o drown'd,. 


_ 1he Kingrepents, 

. Pray uhat agen,my Lord. 

. The Kingrepents. 

. His wrongs to me ? 

. His wrongs to you : the ſenſc 


B 3 One, 
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OO The Noble SpaniſeSeuldir; | 


One, Blcſt penitence ! | 
Car, 'Has turnd his joyes into his leprons boſome, | 
Andlikea King yowes execution | 
On all his traiterous paſſions. 
One. COpING _ - FAT "AB 
Car, Intends inperſen preſently to e C 
Forgiveneſle for his As of heaven and you. 
One, Heaven pardon him, I ſhall. 
( «r. Will marry you. | 
One, Vih! marry me? will he turne Bigamilt ? 
When, when ? 
Car, Betore the morrow Sunne hath rode 
Halte his dayes journey ; will ſend home his Queene 
As one that (taincs his bed, and can produce 
Nothing but baſtard Ifſue tg his (,rowne : | 
Why how now ? loſt un wonder and amazement ? 
One, Iam {ov ſtor'd with goy that I can now 
Strongly weare ett morc ycarcs,of milcry 
Then I have liv'd. 
Enter Kive, 
Car, Yeu nced not : here'sthe King. | 
Kin, Leave us. Exit Card, | 
One, With pardon, Sir, T will prevent yon, | 
And chargc upon you firlt, Ks», 'Tisgranted,doe : 
Burſtay, what mcane theſe Embleames of diſtreſle ? | 
My Picture to detac'd ! oppos'd agunſt 
A holy Croflc ! roome hung inblacke / and you : | 
Drelt iike chief Meurner ata Funerall ? 
One, Leoke backeupon your guilt (deare Sir)and then 
The caulc that noiw ſecmes {trange,explaines it ſelfe : 
| This,and the Image of my living wrongs 
l Is ſtill confronted by me to beget TIO 
't Gricfe like my ſhame, whoſe length may outhve Time : | 
Thus Croſſe, the obj<et of my wounded ſoule, | 
To which I pray to keepe me from deſpaire ; 
That ever as the {ight of one throwes up 
Mountaines of ſorrowes on my accuricd bcad : & 
Turnung 
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' Made by you a the ſhame of all my 


I... an... nat. P—T—_ RR, . 


Mine honour is lefle ſtrumpetted than hers, 


Re 


The Noble Spenifh Souldier. 
Terning to that, Mercy may checkedeſpaire, 
And bind my hands from wiltall vielence. 
Kin, But who hathplaid the Tyrant with me thus ? 
And with ſach dangerous (ſpite abus'd my pifture ? 
One, The guilt of that _ claime,Sit,to your ſelfe, 
For _ by youranſack'd ofall my fame, 
Rob'd of mine honour,and deare ys 
Cy 


The hate of goed men,and the {corne of bad, 
The ſong of Broome-men,and.the murdering vulgar, 
And left alune to beare upall theſe ills 
By you began, my breſt was fill'd with fire, 
And wrap'd in juſt diſdaine, and like a woman 
On that dumb pifture wreak'd I my paſſions. 
Kin, And wiſh'd it had beene 1, 
One. Pardon me, Sir, : | Rog : "A 
My wrongs were ercat, and myrevense {well'd high. 
K wm, 1 will nd and per. Ar. King, 
Tolcave my judging part, freely confeſſing 
Thou canlt not give thy wrongs too ill a name. 
And here to make thy apprehenſion full, 
And {ſcat thy reaſon ina ſound beleefe, 
I vow to morrow{e're the riſing Sunne 
Begin his journey ) with all Ceremonies 
Due to the Church, teſcale our nuptials, - 
Toprive thy ſonne with full conſent of State, 
Spaines heire Apparant,borne in wedlocke vuwes. 
One, Andwill you-ſweare to this ? 
Kin, By this I lweare, : | | 
Ona, Oh you have fworne falſe oathes upon that booke. 
Kin, Why thenby thus. 
One, Take heed you printit deeply : 
Houw for your Concubine (Bride Icannot ſay) 
She {taines your. bed with blacke Adaltery : 
And though her fame maskes in a fairer ſha 
Then mine tothe worlds eye, yet (King) you know 


Hoy 


, 
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How-ever butcher'din opition 


By belt advice of all our Cardinals, | 
Today thallbe enlarg'd,till ir be made 

PaR all diſſolving : to our Counſcll-Table 
Shall ſhe be call'd,that read aloud, ſhe told 


The Church commands her quicke returne for Florence; 


With ſuch a dower as Spazne received with her, 

And that they will not hazard heavens dire curſe 

To yeeld te a match unlawfull,which ſhall taing 

The ifſue of the King with Baſtardy : 

This done,in ſtate-Majeſticke come you forth 

( Our new crawn'd Queene)in ſight of all wur Pecres T 


Are yourelolv'd ? 


One. Todoubt cf this were Treaſon, 


5 


Becaule the King has ſworne 1t, is 
Kin, Ant will keepe it: þ | 
Deliver up the Contract then, that I - 


May make this day end with thy miſery, 
One. Here, as the deareſt Iewell of my fame, 
Lock'd I this parchment fromall viewing eyes, 
This your Indenture held alone the life 
Ofmy ſuppos'd dead honour ; yet (behold) 
Into your hands I redeliver it. | 
Oh keepe it, Sir, as you ſhould keepe that vow, - 
To which (being ſign'd by heaven) even Angels boywe., 
Kin, Tisinthe Lions paw,and who dares ſnatch it ? 
Nozy to your Beads and Cruciftx agen, 
One, Defend mc heaven ! | HS 
Kin, Pray there may come Embaſſadors from France, 
Thcir followers are guod Cuſtomers, 


One, Save me from madneſle / 


Kin, 'Twillraiſe the price, being the Kings Miſtris, 


, One, Youdoe bur counterfeit to mocke my joyes, 


Kin. Away bold ſtrumper. 

One, Arc there cycs in heaven to ſee this ? 

Xin, Call and try, herc's a whores curſcy 
od Fo 


Kis. This way forher,the Contra which thou haſt | * 
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T be Noble Spaniſh Seuldier * 
Tofall in that belecte which her finnes nurſe; —&Bxir: 
Enter Cornego, 

Cor How now? what quarter of the Moone has ſhe cut out 
now ? my Lord puts me inte a wiſe office, to be a mad wo- 
mans keeper : why madam ! 

One. Ha ! where is the King, thou ſlave ? 

Cor, Ler go your hold,or I'lc fall apon you as Iam a man. 

One, Thou treacherous caitiffe, where's the King ? 

Cor, Hee's gene, but ſet fo farre gone as you arc, 

Oxe, Cracke all in ſfunder,oh you Battlements, 
And grind me intopowder, 

Cor, Whatpowder? come, what powder ? when did 
you cver ſcea woman ygrinded intopowder? I am ſurc ſome 
ef your ſcx powder men and pepper 'em too, 

Oxe, Is there a vengegnce 
Yet — my ruine ? letit fall, 

Now lct it fall upon me ? 

Cor, No,there has too much falne upon you already. 

One, Thou villaine, leave thy held, Ile follow him - 
Like a rais'd ghoſt T'le haunt him, breake his fleepe, 

Fright him as hee's embracing his new Leman, 
Till want of reſt bids him runne mad anddye, 
For making oathes Bawdzto his perjury. 
Cor, Pray be more ſcaſon'd,if he made any Bawds he did 
ill, for there is enough of thar flye-blowne ficth already, 
One, I'mc now left naked quite : 
All's gone, all, all. 

Cer, No Madam, not all, for you cannot be rid of mce : 

Here comes your Yncle, 
Emer Medina, 

One, Attir'dinrobes of venceance,Are you,Vaclc 2 

Aed, More horrors yet ? | 

One, Twas never full tillnow ; 

And in this torrent all my hopes lye drown'd, 

AMed. Inftrut me in the cauſe. 

One, The King, the Contra ! Exit. 

Cor, There's cud cnough - you to apc upon, -_ 

| hats Fn” 


-  . The Noble Spaniſh Soulder, 


A:d What's this? a riddle /how?the King,the Contra! 
The miſchiefe I divine, which proving true, 77 
Shall kindle frres inSpaine to melt kts Crowne 

Even from his head : here's the decree of Fatc, 


A blacke deed mult a blacke deedexpiate, Exit) 
Aftus Secunaus, Sarena Prima, 
Enter Baltaxar ſirghted by Dons, \ 


Bal. T Hou god of good Apparell,what ſtrange fellowes 
Are bound to dee thee honour / Mercers books 
Shew mens deveotions to thee ; heaven cannot hold 
 Avaint foftately : Doe not my Dons know me 
Becaule.I'me poore in clothes ? ſtood my beaten Taylor 
Playting my rich hoſe, my filke ſtocking-man _ 
Drawing upon my Lordfhips Courtly calfe 
Payrcs ef Imbroydred things,whoſe golden clockes 
Strike deeper to the faithfull ſhop-keepers heart 
Than into mine to pay him. --- Had my Barbour 
Perfum'd my louzy thatch here,and poak'd out 
, Me Tuskes more (tifte than are a Cats muſchatoes, 
Theſe pide-wing'd Butterflyes had knowne me then : 
Another fyc-boat / ſave thee, Illuſtrious Don, | 


Enter Don Roderipo, | 
Sir ſh King at leifure to ſpeake Spaniſh | 
Wha poere Sculdicr? 
Ro, No, Ex, 
Bal, No, (irrah, you, no ! 
You Den with th'oaker face, I with te ha thee 
Fut on a Breach,ſtifling with ſmoke and fire, 
And for thy No, but whiffing Ganpowder 
+ Outofan Iron pipe, I weo'd butaske thee | 
If thou wood'(t en,and if thon didſt cry No, | 
Thou ſhudit read Canon-Law,I'de make thee roate, | 
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T] Not F pany | | | 
And weare cut-beaten-fattyn ; I woo'd pay thee — 
Though thou payſt not thy Mercer ; mecre Spatuh Tennets, 
Enter Cockadiltio, 


Signeor is the King atlciſure ? 


Cock, To doc what? 
Balt, Tohearea Souldier ſpeake. 
Cock, Iam nocare-picker 
To ſound his hearing that way, 
Bal. Are youof Court, Sir ? 


' Cech, Yes, the Kings Barber, | 


Bal, That's his eare-picker : your name, I'pray. 
Cock, Don Cotkaditio : 
If, Seuldicr, thou haft ſuits to begge at Court, 
I ſhall deſcend fo low as to betray 
Thy paper to the hand Royall, 
Bal. Ibegge, you whorſon muſcod ! my petition 
Is written on my boſome 1n red wounds. 

Cock, Iam no Barbar-Surgeon, 

Bal. You yellow hammer, why ſhaver : 
That ſuch poore things as theſe, onely made up 
Of Taylors ſhreds and Merchants filken rags, 
And Pothecary drugs to lend their breath 
Sophiſticated ſmells, when theirranke guts 
Stinke worſe than cowards in the heat of battaile ; 
Such whalebond-doublert-raſcals, that owe more 
To Landrefſes and Sempſters for laced Linnen 
Then all their race from their great grand-father 
To this their r£igne,in clothes were ever worth : 
Theſe excrements of Silke-wormes ! oh that ſuch flycs 
Dee buzze about the beames of Majeſty / 

Like earwigs, tickling a Kings ycelding care 

With that Court-Orean ( Flattery) when a ſouldicr 
Mult nct come neere the Court gates twenty ſcore, 
But ſtand for want of clothes, ( To he win Townes) 
Amoneſt the Almesbasket-men ! his beſt reward 
Being {corn'd tobe a fellow to the blacke gard : 

Why ſhud a Souldier (being the worlds right arme) 


Becut thus by the left ? (a Courtier ?Y 
[oo iT 3 


Exu. 


Py - 


The Nob Spaniſh  Ooutter. | | 


Ts the world all Ruffe and Feather,and nothing elſe ? ſhall 
I never ſcea Taylor give his coat with a. difterence from a. 
Gentleman ?. | 
Enter King, Alanzo,Carle, Cockadilio, 
Kin, My Baltazar ! 
Let us make haſte to mectthee : how art thou alter'd ? 
Doe you not know Þim ? 
Alanz, NY cs, Sir, the braye Souldicr | 
Employcd againlt thc Moores. 
Ki», Halfe turn'd Moore ! 
Vichonuur thec, reach him a chaire, that Table, 
And now e/£nzas-like let thine owne Trumper | 
Sound forth thy bartell with thoſe laviſh Moores, | 
Bal. My muſicke is a Canen ; apitchr field my ſtage ; 
Furics the Actors, blood and _—_— the ſcznc ; death 
the ſtory ;a ſword imbrued with blood, the pen that writes, 
and the Poct a terrible buskind Tragicall fellow, with a- 
wreath about his head of burning matchinſtcad of Bayes. | 
Kin, Onto the Battaile. | 4 
Bal, 'Tis here without bleud-thed : This. our maine 
Battalia, that the Van, this the Vaw, theſe the wings, here 
we fight, there they flye, here they inſconce, and here our 
ſconces lay 17 Meones en the coldcarth, 
Kin, This {atisfies mine eye, but now mine care 
Muſt have his mulicke too ; deſcribe the batraile. | 
Bal. The Battaile ? Am 1cometrom doing to talking ? | 
The hardeſt part for a Soaldier to play is to prate well ; our 
Tongues are Fitcs, Drums, Petroncls, Muskgts, Culverin 
and Canon, theſe are our Roarers ; .the Clockes which wee 
oc by,arc our hands ; thus weereckon tenne, our ſwords | 
firike cleven, and when ſtecle targets of proofeclatter one | 
againſt another, then 'tis noone, that's the height and the | 
heat of the day of battaile. y | 
Kim, <o, | 
Bal, Tothat heat we came, our Drums bear, Pikes @e | 
ſhaken and ſhiver'd, ſwords and Targets claſh'd and clat- | 
xcr'd, Maskets ratled, Canons rvar'd, men dycd groaning, | 
c | 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier. 


brave laced Ierkings an Feathers looked pale,totter'd raf* 
cals fonght pcll mcll ; here fell a wing, there heads were: 
toft like foot-balls ; legs and armes quarrell'd in the ayre, 
and yet lay quietly on the carth ; horſes . trampled upon 
heaps of Carkafles, Treopcy of Carbines tumbled wounded 
from their horles ; we beſicye Moeres, and famine ns, Mu- 
tinics bluſtcr and are calme ; I vow'd nutto doff mine Ar- 
mour, tho my fleſh were frozen too't and turn'dinto Iron, 
nar to chit head nor beard till they yeclded ; my hayres and 
oath are of one length, for (with Ce/ar) thus write I mine. 
orwne ſtory, Yeni,vids, vice, 
Kin, A pitch'd field quickly fought : our hand is thine ; 
And *cauſe thou ſhalt not murmure that thy blond 
Was laviſh'd forth for an ineratcfull man, 
Demand what we can give thee, and 'tis thine. 
Bal, One&t your love. 
Kin, 'Tis x # aw riſe, Souldiers beſt accord 
When wounds of wrengs arc heal'dup by the ſword. 
| Onelia beats at the doore, 
One, Let me come in, I'le kill that treacherous Kung - 
The murderer of mine honour, let me come in. | 
Kin, What wemans voyce is that ? 
Omnes, Aﬀcdina's Necce, 
Kin, Bar out that fiend. 
Ove. T'le.tcazc him with my nayles, 
Let me come in, let me come in,helpc,helpe me. 
Kin, Keepe her from following me; a gard, 
Alanz,, They are ready, Sir, 
Kin, Leta quicke ftunmons call our Lords tegether ; 
This diſeaſe kils me, 
Bal, Sir I would be private with you, 
Kin, Forbeare us,but ſee the dores well guarded. Exennt 
_ Wl you, Sir, promiſe to give mee freedome of 
peech ? 
Kew, Yes Twill, take it, ſpeake any thing, 'tis pardon'd. 
Bal. Youarea whoremaſter ; doe you ſend me to winne 
Townes for you abroad, and _ a kingdome at home ? 
C 3 Cn, 
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T he Noble Spaniſh Seuldier, 
Kin, What kingdome ? | « 
Bal, The as in the world, the kingdome of your fame; 

Your honour, 

Kin, Wherein ? 

Bal. Yle be plaine with you ; much miſchicte 1s dence by 
the mouth of a Canon, but the fire begins at a little touch- 
hole ; you heard what Nightingale fung to you even now, 

Kin. Ha, ha, ha. 

Bal, Angels err'd but once and fell, but you, Sir, ſpit in 
heavens face every minute, and laugh at it : laugh till ; fol- 
low your courſes ; doc ; let your vices runne like your Ken- 
nels of hounds yelping after you, till they plucke downe the 
fayrelt head 1n the heard,cverlaſting blifle, 

Kin, Any more ? 

Bal. Take ſinne as the Engliſh ſnufte Tobacco, and ſcorn- 
fully blew the ſmoake in the eyes of heaven, the vapour 
Aycs up in clowds ef bravery ; but when 'tis out, the coale is 
blacke (your conſcience,) andthe pipe ſtinkes ; a ſea of 
Roſe-water cannot ſyecten your corrupted beſeme, 

Kms, Nay,fpit thy venome. 

Bal. 'Tis Aqua Celefti, no venome ; for when you ſhall 
claſpe up thoſe two books, never to beopen d againe, when 
by letting fall thar Anchor, which can never more bee 
weighed up, your mortall Navigation ends : then there's no 
playing at ſpurne-point with thunderbslts. A Vintner then 
for unconſcionable reckoning, or a Taylor for unmeaſura- 
ble revs ſhall not anſivcr in halfe that feare You mult, 

Kin, No more. | 

Bal, 1 will follow Truthat the hecles, tho her foot bcat 
my gums 1n Pecces. 

Kin, The Barber that drawes ont a Lions toeth 
Curſeth his Trade ; and ſo ſhalt thou. 

Bal” I carenot. 

K in, Becauſe yun have beateti a few baſe-borne Moorcs, 
Me think'ſt thou to chaſtiſe ? what's paſt I pardon , 

Becaulc I made the key tounlocke railing; 


But ifthou dar ſt once more be ſo untun'd, Ti 
_ : Cc 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldic. 
Vie ſend thee to the Gallics, who are without there 2 . -- 


How now ? 
Enter Lords drawne, 
Ones, In danger, Sir ? 
Kin, Y es,yes,T am ; but*tis no point of weapen 
Can reſcue. me Lore ahem. and ſummon 
All onr chiefe Grandoes, Cardinals,and Lurds 
Of Sparne.to meet in Counſell inftantly : * 
W e call'd yau forth to execute a bulinefſe 
Of another ſtraine, --- but *tis no matter now : 
Thou dyeſt, when next thou farrowelt up our broiv. 
Bal, So: dye! . Exw, 
Enter Cardinall, Rederigo, Albia, Dama, Valaſco, 
K:x, I find my Scepter ſhaken by enchantments 


| Charaftred in this parchment, which tountooſc, 


Tle practiſe onely counter-charmes of firc, 
And blow the ſpel.s of lightning into ſmoake : : 
Fetch burning Tapers. | Exennt, - 
Car, Give me Audience,Sir ; 
My apprehenſion opens me.a wa 
Tc a le fatall miſchicfe. infer? then this 
You ſtrive to murder ; Orthis Act of yours 
Alone ſhall give your dangers like, which elſe 
Can never grow tu height ; doe,Sir,butread 
A booke here claſpt up, which too late you epen'd, 
Now blotted by you with foule marginallnotes. 
Kin, Art franticke ? 
_ Car, Youare ſo,Sir, 
| Ksu, It Ibe, 
Then here's my firſt mad fit. 
Car, For Honeurs fake, 
For love you beare to conſcience, =-— 
Kin, Reach the flames : 
Grandoes and Lords of Spasve be witnefle all 
What here I cancell ; reag, doc youktgow this bond ? - 
Omnes. Rar hands are too't. £248 


Dey, 'Tis your confirmed Contract 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier; 
With my fad kinvoman : but wherefore, Sir, 
Now is your rage on fire, tn ſuch a preſence 
To have it — -— Aſhes ? 
Kin, Marqueſlc Zena, : 
Wee'll lend That tongue,when this no more can ſpeake. 
Car, Deare Sir ! 
Kin, Iamdeafe, | 
Playd the full conſort of the Spheares unto me 
Vpon their luwdeſt ſtrings ---- ſo burne that witch 
\V ho would dry up the tree of all Spaincs Glorics, 
But that I parge her ſorcerics by hire - 
Troy lycs in Cinders ; let your Oracles 
Now laugh at me if I kave beene dcceiv'd 
By their ridiculous riddles : why (good father ) 
(Now you may treely chide)why was your zcalc 
Ready to burſt in ſhowres to quench our ftry ? 
Car, Fary indeed, you give it proper name : 
W hat have you done ? clos'd up a feftering wound 
Which rets the hcart : like a bad Surgeon, 
Labouring to plucke out frein your cyCc a meate, 
You thruft the eyecleanc our. 
Kin, Th'art mad ex tempore : 
Whart cyc ? which is that wound ? 
Car. That Scrowle, which now 
You make the blacxe Indenture of your luſt, 
Altho catup in fames, is printed here, 
In mc,in him,in theſe, inall that faw it, 
Iwall that ever did but heare 'twas yours : 
That {cold of the whole world (Fame) will anon 
Raile with hcr thouſand tongues at this poore ſhift 
Which gives your ſinne a flame greater than that 
Youlent the paper ; you te quench a wild fire, 
Caſt oyle upon it. 
Kin, Oyle to blood ſhall turne, 
I'lc tofc a lumbe before the heart ſhall mourne, Exenmr, 
Manent Denia, Alba, 
Dev, Hee's mad with rage or joy. 


Alba, 
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7 he Noble Spaniſh Souldier; 
| "Alb. With both ; withrage Tok 
| To ſee his follies check'd, with fruitleſſe joy 
| Becauic he hopes his Contra&t is cut oft 
| \V hich Divine Iluſtice more exemplihes. 
| Enter Alediaa. | 
| Aled. Where's the King ? 
| Dex, Wrapt up in.clouds of linghtning. 
Aed, What has he dene ? faw you the Contraft torne? 
As I did hcarc a minion {iweare he threatned, 
Alb, He tore it not, but burnt it. 
AMed, Openly 
Dan, Andheaven withus to witneſle, 
A1ed, Well, that fire 
Will prove a catching flame to burne his kingdome. 
Alb, Mect and conlult. | 
IMed, No more, truſt notthe ayre 
\V ith our projetions, let us all revenge 
W rongs done tocur moſt hoble kinſwoman ; 
Aion is honours language, ſwoxds are tongues, - 
Which both {peake beſt,and beſt do righs our wrongs, Exe. 
; x Enter Onalia one way, Cornogo another, 
| Cor, Madam, theres a beare. without toſpeak with you. 
One, A Beare. 
Cor, Its a Man all hairye,and thats as bad. 
One, Whoult? 
Cor, Tis one Maſter Captaine Baltazar. 
| One, 1 doe not knoiy that Ba/tezar. 
| Cor, He deſires to ſee yuu : and if you love a water-1pa+ 
| icl before he be ſhorne, te him, 
One, Let him come in, 
Enter Baltazar. 
C:r, Hiſt ; aducke,a ducke; there ſhe is, Sir, 
Bal. A Souldicrs good wiſh blefſe you Lady, 
| One, Good wiſhesare molt welcome (vir) tome, 
So many bad oncs blaſt me. 
Bal, Doe you net know me ? 
Qne, Iicarce know my lelfe, 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier; 
Bal. Thabeene at Tennis, Madam, with the King: I 


' gave him 15 andall his faulrs, which is much, and noiy I 
cometo tofle a ball with you, 


One, Tam bandycd too muchup and downe a'ready. 
Cor. Y cs, ſhee has becne {tracke under line, maſter Soul- 
61:T. 


Bal.l conceit you,dare you trult your ſelfe alone with mc? 

One. lhave beene laden with ſuch weights of wrong, 
That heavier cannotprefle me : hence Cornego, 

Cor, Hence Crynego? ſtay Captaine : when man and wo- 
man arc put together, ſome egge of villany is ſure to be fate 
upon, Exit 

Bal, What would you fay tohim ſhould kill this man 
That hath you fo diſhonoured ? 

One. Oh I woo'd crownehim 
W ith thanks,praiſc,gold,and tender of my hte, 

Bal, Shall I bee that Germane Fencer, and beat all the 
knocking boyes before me ? ſhall I kill him ? j 

One. There's mufick inthe tongue that dares but ſpeak it. 

Bal, That Fiddle then is in me, - this arme can doo't, by 

 ponyard,poyſen,orpiltoll : but ſhall I doo't indeed ? | 
One. Oneſtepto humane blifſe is ſweet revenge. 
Bal, Stay ; what made you love him ? 
One, His molt oodipchine 

Marrycd to royall vertues of his mind, 

Bal, Yet now you would divorce all that goodneſſe ; and 
why ? Foralittle lecheryof revenge ? it's alye : the Burre 
that-ickesin throat is a 'throane ; let him out of his 
meſle of kingdomes ; cut oxitbut. one, and lay Sicilia, Arra- 

on,. Naples, or any elſe upon. your trencher, and you'll 
tha Baſtard fur the nade. __ in the world, _ call 
for another quart of it : .*Tis not becauſe the man has left 
you, but becauſe you ar& uot the woman you would be, that 
mads you : A ſhee-cuckuſds an untameable monſter, | 

One, Monſter of men thou art ; thou bloudy villaine, 
Traytor to him who never injar'd thee ; 
Dolt thou profcfle Armes ? and artbound in honour 
| ; Tg. 
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7 be Noble Spaniſh Sonldier; 
. rd hs ; 
Thy Kingand Country,and woed'{t thou ruine both ? 
Fal. You ſpurre me on tout, 

On-, Trac; 

Worſe am I then the horrid'fiend in hell 
Te murdcr him whom once I lou'd too well : 
For tho I could runne mad,and tearc my hairc, 
And kill that godlefſe man thatturn'd me vile, F 
Though I am cheated by a pcrjurous Prince 
wW 5%, #4 done wickedneſfle; art which even heauen 
Shakes iv hen the Sunne behulds it, O yer I'derather 
Tenth oujand poy{on'd ponyards ſtab'd my breſt 
Than onc ſhould rouch his : bloudy (live ! Fle play 
My {clfe the Hangman,and will Butcher thee 
It thou but prick'it lis tinger, 

Bal, \ ailt ch ou ine {o ! give m2 thy gull, thouarta noble 
girlc ; I did pay the Devils part, and roarein afeigned 
voyce, bur | ata the honeſteſt Devill that ever pet fire : I 
weuld not drin\c that infcrnall draught of a Kings blood, 
to goc recling to damnation, for the weight of the world in 
Diamonds, | 
One, Artthon nat counterfeit ? 

Bal, Now by my skarres I am not, 

One, Vie call rhee honeſt Souldicr then,and woo 
To be an oftcn Vilitant, | 

Bal. Your ſervant; 

Yet mult ] be altone upon ahull, 
For tho I doe no good, Vie not lye ſtill, - Exennt 
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Afﬀtus Teritns. Scena Prima, 


Enter Malaitfte and the Lneene, 


Mal, VV Hen firſt you came from Florence, wud the 
Had with an m—_ dic eccliple ( _ 
2 Bun 


OF | _— 
T he Noble Spaniſh Soulaier; 


Bin oucr\vhelm'd, no more togaze on day, 
That you to Fpainc had'ncver found the way, 
H.rc tobe lolt for ever. 
2nee, We from one Climate 
Drew (u/piration : as thouthen haſt eyes 
To rcad my ivrongs, 1+ be thy head an-Engine- 
To railc up pondcrogs milſchiefe to the height, 
And then thy hands the Executioners : 
A tru. Ttalian >pirit 1s a ball. 
Or Wud-firc, harting molt when it ſcemes ſpent ; 
Great ſhips cn ſmall rockes beating oft, are rent ; 
And to let Spaine by us : but (Malatefte) 
Why trom the Preſence did you ſingle me 
Into this Gallery ? | 
Aal, To ſhew you,Madam,. 
The picture of your ſelfc, but fo defac'd, 
And mangled by proud Spanyards,it woo'd whet- 
A fvord to armethe pooreſt Florentine 
Inyeur juſt wrongs. 
2 nee. As how ?let's ſee that picture, 
A1zl, Here 'tis then : Time is not ſcarce foure dayes old 
Since I, and certainc Dons (ſharp-witted fellowes, 
And of good ranke) were with two Ieſuits 
(Grave profound Schollcrs,) in deepe argument 
Of various propoſitions ; at the la't, 
Qu-ſtion was moy d touching your marriage, 
And the kings precontra *, 
Dee. So ; and whit followed ? | 
Aal. Whether it werea queſtion mov'd by chance] 
Or fpirctully of purpoſe (1 being there, 
And yenr owne Country-man,) I cannot tell, 
But when much toſſing 
Had bandycd both the King and you,as pleas'd 
Thoſe that tooke up the Rackets ; inconcluſion, 
The Father Ieſuits (to whole ſubtile Muſicke 
Every care there was tycd) ftoed with their lives. 
Inkifte defence of this opuuen > © 
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The NobleSpamfe Souldier. 
Oh pardon me if I muff ſpcake their language. 


Luce, Say on. HIS 
CAal, That the molt Catholike Kingin marrying you), 
Keepes you but as his whore. | | 
Dnee, Are we their Theames ? 
Atal, And that Media's Neece (Onelis ) 
Ts his true wite : her baſtard ſonne they faid 
(The King being dead )ſhould claim and weare theCrown ; 
And whatloever children you ſhall bearc,. 
To be but baſtaxds in the higheſt degree, 
As b:ing begurten.in Adultery, 

Dnee, We will not grieve atthis,but with hot vengeance 
Bear downe this armed miſchiefe : Aſalateſte ! 

What whirlewinds can we raiſe to blow this ſtorme 
Backe in their faces who thns ſhoot at me ? 

Mal, If Twerefitto be your Counſellor, 
Thus would I ſpeake : Feigne that yeu are with childe ; 
The mether ofthe Maids, and ſome worne Ladies, 
Who oft have guilty beene to court great bellics, 

May, tho it be not ſo, get you with chulde 

With ſwearing that 'tis true, | 

| Once. Say*tis beleev'd, 

Or that it ſo doth prove ?- 

! Mal. The joy thereof,. 

Together with theſe carth-quakes,whlch will ſhake 
All *paine, if they their Prince doe diſ-inherir, 

So borne, of ſach a Qucene ; being onely danghter 
To \uch a brave f{pirit as the Duke of Florence, 

All this buzz © inte the Kinghe cannet chuſe 

But charge that all the Bels in <paine eccho up 

This Ioy to heaven ; that Bene-fires change the night 
Toa high Nuone, with beames of ſparkling flames ; 
 Andthat in Churches, Organs (charm'd withrprayers) ' 
Speake lowd for your molt iate delivery. 

Duce, What traits grow out of theſe ? 

AHA, Theie ; you muſt iticke 
(As hcreand there ſpring m_o in banks of flowers) 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier; 


Spics amenglt the people, who ſhall layrheir eares _ 
To every mouth, and ſtcaleto you ther whiſperings, 
wee, SO, 
Mal, *'Tisa plummet to ſound Spaniſh hearts 
Howdceply they arc yours : befides,a ghefle 
Is hereby made ot any fa&tion ; ; 
That ſhall combide againſt you ; which the King ſceingy 
If then he wiil not rouze Inm like a Dragon 
To enard his 2vlden fieecc,and rid his Harlot 
And her baſc baltard hence, crther by death, 
Or in ſome traps of ſtate, inſnare them both, 
Let his ewne runes cruſh him, 
e, This goes torryall : 
Be fon my Magicke-booke, which reading o're 
Their counterſpels wee ll breake ; or if the King 
. Will not by ſtrong hand fix mein his Thron-, 
But that I malt be held Spaines blazing Starrc, 
Bc it an ominous charme to call up-warre. Exennt, 
Enter ('orvego, Onelia, 
Corn, Here $a parcell of mans ficth has beene hanging up 
and downe all this morning to fpeake with you. 
One. Is t not ſome exccutioner ? & 
Cer, I fee nothing about him to hang in but's garters. 
One. Sent from the King to \arneme of my dearth : 
T prethe bid him welceme. | 
Cer, He ſayes he isa Poet, 
One, Then bid him better welcome - 
Belike he's come to write my Epitaph, 
Some ſcurvy thing I warrant; welcome Sir, 
| Enter Poct, ; 
Poet, Madam, my love preſents thisbocke unto you; 
One, Tome? Iam not worthy of alinc, 
Vnleſſec at that line hang ſome hooke to choake me : 
Tothe Moſt henour'd Lady — @xelia. Reads 
Fellow thou lyelt, Pme moſt diſhenoured : 
Thou ſhould(t have writ to the moſt wrongcd Lady, 
The Title of this beuke is not to me, 
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The NobleSpaniſh Soulater. 
I teare it therefore as mine Honour's torne, = | 
Cor, Your Verſes arclam'd in ſome of ther fect, Ma- 
ttcr Poet. 
One, What docs it treat of ? 
Poet, Of the foilemne Triumphs 

Set forth at Coronation of the Queene, 

Oze, Hitling (the Poets whirie-wind) blaſt thy lines : 

Cora'lt thou to mocke my Tortures with her Triuumphs ? 

| Poet, 'Las Madam / 

One, Whcu her funerals are paſt, 

Crowne thou a Dedication to my joyes, 

And thou ſhalt {weare each ne a golden verſe : 

Cornegs, barne this Idol. ; | 
Cor, Your buoke ſhall cometo light,Sir. Exit, 
One, Ihavercaqlegends of diſaſtrous Dames ; 

Will none ſetpen to paper for peore me ? 

Canſt write a bitter Satyre ? brainleſſe people 

Doe call 'em Libels : dar'{t thou write a Libell ? 

Poet, I darc mix gallandpoyſon with my Inke, 
One. Docitthen tor me. 
Poet, Andevery line muſt be 

A whip to draw blood. 

One, Bctter, 

Poet, Andtodare 

The ſtab from him it toughes : he that writes 

Such Libels (as you call 'em) muſt lanch wide 

The {ores of mens corruptions, and even ſearch 

To'th quicke for dead fleſh,or for rotten cores : 

A Poets Inke can better cure ſome ſores 

Then Surgeons Bal{um. 

One, Vndertake that Cure,: 
And crowne thy verſe with Bayes. 
Poet, Madam Ile doo't : 
But I muſt haue the parties Character, 
One, The King, 
Poet, Idoe not loveto plucke the quils 
| With which Imake pens, out of a Lions clayy : - 


The. 


The Noble Spaniſh Souldier, 
The King / ſhoo'd I be bitter your the King, 
I ſhall have ſcurvy ballads made ef me, 
Sung to the Hanging Tune. I darc not, Madam. 
One, This batenefle fullowes your profeſſion : 
Youare like common Beadles,apt to laſh — 
Almoſt to death poore wretches not worth ſtriking, 
But fawne with flaviſh fattery en damn'd vices, 
© Sogreat men a them : you clap hands at thoſe, 
Where the true Poet ded doth ſcerne to guild 
A gawdy Tombe with glory of his Verſe, 
Which coftins ſtinking Carrion : no, his lines 
Are tree as his Invention ;no baſe fcare 5 ol 
Can ſhake his penne to Temporize even with Kings, 
The blacker are their crimes,he lewder fangs. 
Goc,goc,thou canſt not write : 'tis but my calling 
The Muſcs helpe, that I maybe inſpir'd - 
Cannot a woman be a Poet, Sir ? 
Poet, Yes, Madam,beſt of all ; for Pecſic - 


Ts but a feigning, ieignang 15 to lyc, | 
And —_— pratiſclying more than men, : 
O»e, Nay, but if I ſhoo'd write, I woo'd tell truth : 
How might I reacha lefty ſtraine ? 
Poet, Thus, Madam : 
Bookes, Myicke, Wine,brave Company, and goed Cheere, 
Make PoctFto loare high,and ſing moſt cleare, 
One, Are they borne Pocts ? | 
Poet, Yes. 
One, Dycthey ? 
Poet, Ohneverdye. 
One, My miſery is then a Poet ſure, 
For Timehas given tan Eternity : 
V hat forts of Poets arethere ? 
Poet, Two furts, Lady: 
The great Poets,and the ſmall Poets. 
Oxc, Greatand ſmall / 
\\ hich doe you call the great ? the fat ones ? (forth, 
Poet, No - but ſuchas have great heads, which w__ 
\K | i | E; 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier; 
Fill all the world with wonder at their lines ; s 
Fellowes which ſwell bigge with the wind of praiſe : 

The {mall ones are but ſhrunpes'of Pocſie, 
' One, Which inthe kingdome nou is the beſt Poct ? 

Peet, Emulation, : 

One, Whichthe next ? 

Poet, Neceſlity. 

One, And which the worſt ? 

Poet, Selte-love. 

One, Say I turne Poet, what ſhould I ger ? 

Poer, Opinion, Ts 

One, 'Las I have got tos much of that already ; 
Opinion is my Evidence, Indge,and my ; 
Mine owne guilt,and opinion, now cundcmne me ; 
T'le therefore be no Poet ; no, nor make 
Ten Muſes of your nine ; I {weare for this ; 
Verſes,tho freely borne, like flaves are fold, 
I Crowne thy lincs with Bayes,thy love with gold : 
So fare thou well. 

Per. Our pen ſhall honour you, Exit, 

Enter Cornegs, 

Cor, The Pocts booke, Madam, has got the Inflammati- 
on of the Livor, it dyed of a burning Feaver, 

One. W hat ſhall I doe, Corxego ? for this Poet 
Has fill'd me witha fury : I could write, 

Strange Satyrz nuw againſt Adultcrers, 
And Marriage-breakers. 

Cr, Ibelccve you, Madam; —— but here comes youy 
Vncle. 

Enter Medina, A'a:20,Carlo, Alba, Sebaftian,Dena. 

Med, Where's our Neece? 
Turnc your braincs reund, and recolle& your ſpirits, 
And ſee your Novdle friends and kinſmen rcady 
To pay revenge his due, 

Oze. That word Revenge 
Startles my ſlcepy Seule,now'throughly wakend 
By the frc{h Object of my hapleſſic chulde, 

E Whoſc 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier, 

W hoſe wrongs reach beyond mine, 

Seb, How doth my {weet mother ? 
On-, How doth my pretticſt boy ? 
Alanz, Wrongs,like great whirlewinds, 

Shak« higheft Battlcmcnts ; few fer heaven woo'd cate. 

Shoo'd they be cver happy : they are halfe gods 

VV ho both in good daycs,and good fortune ſhare, 

One. lThave no partin cither, 
Carl, You thall in both, 

Cn S:yords but cur the way, 

One, .1 carc; not muchyſo you but gently ſtrike him, 

And that my Chi'd c{cape the lightning, 

A1ed. For that our Nerves are knit ; 1s there not here 

A promiſing facc of ary MATER vertucs, 

And ſhall fo ſweet a plant be roeted out 

Fy.him that ought to fix it faft 1'th ground ? 

Sebaſtian,wbat will you doe to him that hurts your mother? 
Seb. The King my father ſhall killhim I troiv, 
D cn Put,tweet Coozen,theKing loves not your mother, 
$cb, Vie make him love her when Iam a King. 
Afed, Ta you, there's in him a Kings heart alrcady ; 

As theretore we befure tugerther vouw'd, 

Lay all your warlike hands upon my Sword, 

And ſweare. - 
$e6, Will you ſweare to kill me, Vncle ? 
Aſed, Oh not for twenty worlds, | 
Seb, Nay thendraiv and pare not, forT love fighting, 
Aled. Stand in the mid{t({ycet Cooz)we are your guard; 

Theſe Hammers ſhall tor thee beat ont a Crowne 

fall hit right ; ſiveare therefore (Noble fricnds) 

By your high bloods, by true Nability, 

By what you owe Religion,owe te your Country, 

Owe tothe rafting your pulterity, 

By love you beare to vertue,and to Armes, 

{ The ſhield of Innoccnce) fweare not to ſheath 

Your Swords,when once drayne forth, 


One, Oh not tokull him 


7 be Noble Spaniſh Sonldier; 
For twenty thouſand worlds. 
AMed, (Willyon be quiet?) 
Your Swords when once drawne forth, till they ha ford 
Yon godlefſe,perjurous, cnn te [NAN en—_ 
One, Pray raile not at him fo, : 
Med, Artmad? yare jdle : — till they ha forc'd him 
To cancell his late lawlefſe bond he feal'd 
Ar the high Altar to his Florentine Strumpet, 
And inhis bed lay this his treth-plight wife. 
One, 1,I,that's well ; pray ſweare. 
Omnes, Tothis we ſweare. 
Seb, Vncle, I lweare tov, 
Med. Oar forces let's unite, be bold and ſecret, 
And Lion-likewith open eyes let's \leepe, ; 
Streames ſmooth and ſlowly running,are moſt deepe. 
Exennt. 
Enter King, Dueene, MalateſteValaſes,L-pex. 
. Kin, The Preſence doore be guarded ; let.none cntcr 
On forfeit of your lives, without our knowledge : 
Oh you arc falſe Phyſitians all unto me, 
You bring me poyſon,but no Antidotcs, 
Luee, Your lelfe that poylon brewes. 
K tn, Prethe no more, 
Dne, I will, I mult ſpeake more. 
Kin, Thunder aloud, : 
nee, My child, yet newly quickned in my wombe, 
Is blaſted with the fires of Baſtardy, 
K-». Who ! whodares once ut thinke ſoin his dreame? 
Hal. HMedina's fation preach'd it openly. 
Kin, Becurithe and his FaRtion : oh hoy I labour 
Fcr theſe preventions ! bur ſo croſſe is Fate, 
My ills are ne're hid from mebut their Cures: 
What's to be done? 
Once, That which being left undone, 
Your life lycs at the ſtake : ler *em be breathleſſe 


Both brat and mother. 
Kin, Ha! 
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The Noble Spani(s Souldier, 


Mal. She playes true Muficke, Sir : 

The miſchictes you are drench'd :n are ſo full, 
You nccd not feare to adde to 'em ; ſince nuw 
No way is\cft to guard thy reſt ſecure, 
Put by a meaneslike this, 

L-p. AliSpainc rings forth ' 
CA Mledind's nunc,and his Confederates. 

Ro4. All kis Allycs and friends ruſh into treopes 

Lixc raging Torrents, 

Val. And lowd Trumpet forth 
Your perjurics : ſeducingthe wild people, 

And with rcbellious faces threatming all. 

Kin, 1ſhallbe maſſacred in thus their ſpleene, 
E're I have time to guard my ſelfe ; I feele 
The fire already falling : where's our guard ? 

Ali Planted at Garden gate,with a {tri charge 
That none ſhall enter but by your command, 

Kin, Ley'em be doublcd : Iam full of thoughts, 
A thouſand wheeles tofle my incertaine feares, 
There is a ſtorme in my hotboyling braincs, 

\W hich riſcs without wind,a horrid one : 
VV hat clamor's that ? 
Once, Some treaſon : guard the King. 
Enter Balta&ar drawne; one 0 f T Guard fats. 

Bl, Notin ? 

C1747, One of yuur guard's flaine,keepe off the murderer; 

Bol, Tam none, Str. 

Val. There's a man drop'd dorwne by thee. 

Kim, Thun defperate fellow, thus preſſe inupon us ! 

Is raurder allthc ſtory we ſhall rcad ? 
\V hat }., ing can ſtand, when thus tus Subjects blecd ? 
\W hat haſt thou done ? | 
3B :1, No hurt, 
/K1a, Plaid oven the Wolfe, 
And from a fold committcd to my charge, 
Stolne and devour'd one of the flocke. 
Bal. Y'ave ſhecpe cnoyy for all that, Sir ; Thaye kill'd 
NOPG 
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The Noble Spanifh Souldier?. 


none tho ; or it Thave, mine owne blood ſhed in your quar- 
rels, may begge my pardon ; my buſinefle was in ha'te to 
'OU., n 941 
, Kin, 1 woo'd not have thy finne ſcoar'd on my head 
For all the Indian Treaſury : Iprethe tellme, | 
Suppoſe thou hadſt our pardon,O can that cure 
Thy wounded conſcience,can there iny pardon helpe thee r 
Yet having deſerv'd well both of Spaine and us, . 
We will not pay thy worth with lofle of life, 
But baniſh thee for ever. . 
Bal, For a Groomes death ? 
Kis, No more : we baniſh thee our Court and kinedome: 
A King that foſters men ſo dipr in bloed, 
May be call'd mercifull,but never good : 
Be gone upen thy life, 
Bal, W<ll : farewell. Exit, 
Val. The fellow is not dead but wounded,Sir. 
Quee, Aﬀter him, Malateſte ; in our lodging 
Stay that rough fellow, hee's the man ſhall dovu't : 
Haltc,or my hopes arc lolt, Exit Mal, * 
Why are you fad, Sir ? ys 
K1n, For thee, Pau/ina,{well my troubled thoughts, 
Like billoiwes bcaten by too warring winds, 
! ace, Beyou butrul'd by me,Vle make a caline 
Smooth as the breſt of heaven, 
| Kin, Inſtrat mc hoiv. 
gee, You (as your furtunes tye yon) arc inclin'd 
Tohave the blow given, 
Kin, Where's the Inſtrument ? 
Lee, *Tisfound in Baltazar, 
Kin, Hcee's banifh'd. 
Oxece, Iruc, 
Burſtaid by me for this, 
Ks, His ſpirit is hot 
And rugged, but {y honeſt, that his ſoule 
Will nc're turne devill to doe it, 
F | 0 ENS: 
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Retire alittle, hither Ple ſend for him, 
Offer repeale and faveurs if he doett ; 
Bur it deny,you have no finger in't, 


Ard thenhis doome of bantſhmenr ſtands good, 


Kin, Be happy in thy workings ; I obey, Ex 
Lnee, Stay Lopex, 
Zop, Madam, | 
Duce, Step to our Lodging ( Lopez) 
And inttantly bid ALalareffe bring 
The baniſh'd Baliazar tous, x 
Z'p, I ſhall. Ext. 
zee, Thrive my blacke plots, the miſchicfes I have (ct 
Mult not ſodye; Hs muſt new Ills begert. 
Enter Malateſte and Baltazar, 
Bal, Now ! what hot poyſon'd Cuftard muſt Tpur my 


Spoane lato now ? 


Yee, None, for mine honour now is thy proteQion, 
Aſal, Which, Noble Souldier, ſhe wil pawne for thee, 
But never forfeit. - | 

Bal, 'Tisa faire gage, keepe it, | 

Lnee, Oh Baltazar ! I am thy triend,and mark'd thee ; 
When the King ſentenc'd thee ro baniſhment 
Fire ſparkled from thine eyes of rage and griete ; 

Rage to be doom'd ſo for a Groome fo bate, 
And griefe to loſe thy County : thou balt kill'd none, 
The Milke-ſop is but wounded, thou art net baniſh'd. 

Bal. 'It I were, Iloſe nothing, T can make any Country 
minCc : Ihavea private Coat for 7ralias Stecictto's, I can 
be treacherous with the #/alowne, drunke withthe Drtrch, 
a Chimney-{weeper with the 1r:/,, a Gentleman with the 
11e(/s, and turne arrant theefe with the Eng; what then 
is my Country to me ? HS 

zee, The King (whorap'd with fury ) bantſh'd thee, 
Shall give thee favours, yceld but to deltroy | 
\Y hat him diitempers. 

Bal, So : And what's thediſh I muſt drefle ? 
Luce, Onely the cutting off a paire of hves, UE 
at, 


ls DA AR 
_ 
x : X- .+ = 4 
* 0" 4 


The Noble Spaniſh Souldir. 


'Bal. Tlove no Red-wine healths.. = 
Mal, The King commands it, you are but Executioner, 

Bal. The -man? An office that will hold fo long as 
hempe lats,why doe not you begye the office, Sir ? 


nee, Thy viRtorics in field did never crowne thee 
As this one Ac hall. F.1 


Bal, Prove but that, *tis done. 

nee. Follow him cloſe hee's yeclding. 

al, Thon ſhalt be call'd thy Countries Patrict, ' 
For quenching out a fire now newly kindling 
In faRtious bolomes, and ſhalt thereby fave 
Morc Noble Spanyards lives;than thou ſlew'{t Moores. 

Duce, Art thou net yet converted ? 

Bal. No polnt, 

Ouce, Read methen : | 
'edina's Neece (by a Contra from the King) 
Layes clayme toall that's mine, my Crowne,my bed ; 
A ſonne ſhe has byhim muſt fill the Throne, 

Tfher grear faCtion can but worke that wonder ; 
Now heare me --- | 

Bal, I doe with gaping cares. | 

-Quee, Tiwell with hopetull ifſue to the Kiny. : 

Bal. Abrave Don call you marker, 

Mal. Of rhis danger 
The feare affi&ts the King. 

Bal, Cannot muchblame him. 
Dee, If therefore by the riddance of this Dame ---- 
Bal. Riddance ? oh /the meaning on't is murder. 
' Mal. Stab her,or fo, that's all. 
2 uce, That Spaine be tree from trichts, the Kine & 


And I,now held his Infamy,be called Queene, {fc 
The Treaſure of the kingdome ſhall lye o>cn 
To pay thy Noble darings. 

Bal, Come, I le dov't, provided I heare ove call to + 
thoherores ; I mult have the Kings handto this warra: 
clſe I dare not ſerve it upon my-Conſeience 


mee, Bc firme then ;þchold the Kingis come, 


Eat: 
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Enter King. "_ 
Bal. Acquainthim. eas 
Luce, 1tound themetrall hard,but with'oft beating 
| Hee $ now ſo ſuftned,he ſhall take 1imprefiion 
From any ſcale you give him. ; : 
| K12, Baltazar,come hithcr,liſten;whatloe're our Queene 
Has importun'd thee to touching Onelia, 
Necce to the Conſtable,and her young ſonne, 
My voyce ſhall ſecond it, and figne her promiſe, 
Bal, Thcir riddance ? 
Kin, That, 
Bal, What way ? by poyſon ? 
K mn, So, 
Bal, Starving ? or ſtrangling,ſtabbing,\mothering ? 
2uee, Good, 
Km. Any way ſo 'tis done. 
Bal. But I will have, Sir, 
This under your owne hand,that you defire it, 
You plotit, ſet me on too. | 
Km, Pcnnc, Inke,and paper. 
Bal, Andthen as large apardonas law and wit 
. Cancngrofle for me. * - 
Kis, Thou ſhalt ha my pardon. | 
Bal, A word more, Sir, pray will you tell me one thing ? 
* Kin Nesany thing,deare Baitazar, | 
Bat, Suppoſe : | 
I have your ſtrongeſt pardon, can that curc b 
My wounded Conſcience ? canthere your pardonhelp me? 
you not onely knocke the Ewe a'th head, but cut the Inno- 
centLambes throat too, yet you are no Butcher, 
©see, Is this thy promis'd yeelding toan AR 
So ww holcſome for thy Country ? 
Kin, Chide him not. ; 
Bal, 1 woo'd not have this finne ſcor'd on my hcad 
For all the Indzan Treaſury, - 7 
&1m, That fongnomore: 


* DoethiandI will make thee agreat man. SR 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier; | 
Bal. Isthere no farther tricke in't, but my blow, Your 

-purſe, and my pardon ? 

AMal, No nets open my life to entrap thee. 

Bal. Then truſt me: theſe knuckles worke it, 

Kin, Farewell, be confident and ſudden, 

Bal, Yes: 


Subj eas may ſtumble, when Kings walke aſtray ; 
Thine Acts ſhall be a new Apocrypha, - Exenst. 
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Enter Medina, Alba, and Dania, met by B alt azar 1 
with a Pon yard and a Piitell, 


Bal, Y Ou meeta Hydra; ſce,ifone head failes nth 
Another with a ſulphurous beake ſtands yawning. 
A1cd. What hath rais'd up this Devill ? , 
Bal, A great mans vices, that can raiſcall hell, 
W hat woe'd you call that man, whounder-faile, 
In a moſt goodly ſhip, wherein hee ventures 
His life, fortunes,and honours, yet ina fa 
Should hew the Maſt downe, caſt Sayles over-boord, 
Fire all the Tacklings,and to crowne this madnefſe, 
Shoo'd blozy up all the Neckes, burne tFoaken tibbes, 
And in that Combat 'twixt two Elements 
Leape delperately,and drowne himſclfe i'th Seas, 
W hat were {o brave a fellow ? 
Omnes, Abraveblacke villaine, 
Bal. That's I ;all that brave blacke villaine dwels in me, 
If I be that blacke viilaine ; but I am not, 
A Nebler Character prints ont my brow, 
Which you may thus read, I was baniſh'd Spaine + 
For emptying a Court-Hogſhead,but = 
So I woe d (cre my recking Iren was cold } 
Promiſc to givcit adeepe _ dye | 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldier, 


- 1n--- none heare, --- ſtay --- no, none heare. 
* AMcd, Whomthen ? : 
Bal, Baſely to {tab a woman, your wrong'd Necce, 
. And her moſt innocent ſonne Sebaſtian, 
eA1b, The Boarc now foames with whetting. 
Dn, What has blunted 
Thy weapons point at theſc ? 
Bal, My honcſty ; 
'A ligne at which few dwell : (pure honeſty /) 
I am a vaſlaile to Aleaina's houle, 
He taught me firſt the A,B,C,of warre - 
E're I was Truncheon-high, I had the ſtile 
Otbeardlcfle Captaine,writing then but boy, 
And ſhall I nov turne flave to him that fed me 
With Cannon-bullets / and taught me, Eſtridge-like, 
Todigeſt Iron and Steele / no : yet I yeelded 
With willow-bendings to commanding breaths, 
Aled, Of whom ? 
: Bal, Of King and. Queene : with ſupple Hams, 
And an ill-boading looke,I vow'd todoo't : 
Yet, lelt ſome choake-peare of State-policy 
Shoo'd ſtop my throat,and ſpoyle my drinking-pipe; 
Sce (like his cloake) 1 hung at the Kings elbow, 
'Till I hadkgot his hand to figne my life, 
Des, Shall we ſce this and flecpe ? 
Alb, No, whilſt theſe wake, 
Med, *Tis the Kings hand, 
Bal, Thinke you me a quoyner ? 
1ed. Nogno,thou art thy ſelte ſtill, Noble Baltazar, 
I cvcr kneiy thee honeſt, and the marke 
Scands ſillupon thy fore-head. 
Bal, Elſe hea the skin off, 
Alcd. I cvcr knew thee valiant,and to {cprne 
All as of baſcncſſe : I have ſcene this man 
Write in the field ſuch {tories with his ſword, 
That cur beſt Cinctetaines ſiyore there was in him. 
As *tiere a new Phulolcphy of fighting, . ; 
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"His decds were fo Puntillious : In one battell, 
\Whendeath ſo ncarcly miſt my ribs, he ftrucke 
Three horles ſtone-dead under me : This man, 
Three times that day {cven through the jawes of danger ) 
Redeem d me np, and (L fhall print it ever) 
Stood o're my body with Co/ofſms thighes, 
Whilſt all the Thunder-bolts which warre could throw, 
Fell on his head : And Ba/razar,thou canſt not 
Be nozy but hunelt (till, and valiant (hill, 
Not to kill boyes and women. 
Bal, My bytcrhere,cats noſich meat, (hither, 
Med, Gee fetch the mark'd-out Lambe for flaughtcc 
Good fellow-ſouldicr ayd him, — and ſtay --- marke, 
Give this falſe fire to the beleeving King, 
That the child's ſent to heaven,bur that the mother 
Stands rock'd fo ſtrong with fricnds, ten thouſand billowes 
Cannot once ſhake her. 
_ Bal, This Tle doe. 
Med, Away: 
Y<t one word more; your Counſell, Noble friends ; 
Harke Baltazar, becauſe nor eyes nor tongues, 
Shall by lowd Larums,that the poore boy liues, 
Queſtion thy falſe report, the child ſhall cloſely 
Mantled in darknefſe, forthwith be conveyed 
Ts the Monaſlery of Saint Pax, | 
 Omnes, Good. 
Med, Diſpatch then, be quicke. 
Bal, As Lightning. Ext, 
Alb, This fcllow 15 ſome Angell drop'd from hcauen 
Topreſcrve Innocence, 
AMed, He is awheele 
Of fivift and rurbulent moticn ; T have truſted him, 
Yet will not hang on him too many plummets, 
Leſt with a headlong Cyre he ruines all : 
In theſe State-conſternations, when a kingdome 
Stands tottering at the Center,out of ſaſpition 
Safety growcs often ; let us ſuſpeR this fellow, 
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' Andthat albcithe ſhew us the Kings hand, 


It may be but a Tricke, 
Dex, Your Lordſhip hits 
A poylon'd nayle i'th head : this waxen fellow © _ 
(By the Kings hand fo bribing him with gold) is ſet-eh 
Perhaps is made his Creature, ($KTOWS: 
Toturne round every way. 
Aſed. Out of that feare 
Will I beget truth : for my ſelfe in perſon 
Wull found the kings breſt, 
Carl, Hoy ' your ſelfe pa ' 
Alb. That'shalfe the prize he gapcs for. 
Med, Tleventurett, 
And come off well I warrant you, and ripup 
His very entrailes, cutin two his heart, 
And ſearcheach corner in't, yet ſhall nothc 
Know who it is cuts up th' Anatomy. 
Des, 'Tis an exploit worth wonder. 
Carl, Put the worſt, 3:3 
Say ſome. Infernall yoyce ſhoo'd rore frum hell, 
The Infant's cloyſtering up. 
Alb, 'Tis not our danger, 
Nor the impriſon'd Prince's, for what Theefe 
Dares by baſe ſacrilegerob the Church of him ? 
Carl. At worſtnonecanbe loſt but this (light fellow ? 
ed. Allbuild on this as on a ſtable Cube ; : 
If we our footing keepe,we fetch him forth, 
And Crowne him King ; ifup weflye 1 thayre, 
We tor his ſoules.health a broad way prepare, 
Den, They come, p 
Enter Baltazar and Sebaſtian, 
Aled, Thon knowlſt where 
To beſtew him, Baltazar, 
Bal, Cume Moble Boy. 
Alb, Hide bim toon boy diſcovered. 
Bal, Diſcover'd ? woo'd there Recd a troope of Moores - 
Thruliing the payyes of hungry Lions furth, m_ | 
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To ſeize this prey,and this but in my hand, 
ſhould doe ſomething, 
- Seb, Maſt I goe with this blacke fellow, Vncle ? 
AMed. Yes,pretty Coz,hence with him, Ba/razer, | 
Bal.Sweet child, within few mitmtes Plechange thy fate 
Ani rake thee hence,but ſer thee at heavens gate. Zxemnr 
Med, Some keepe aloofe and watch this Souldier, 
Carl, 1'ledoo't.. 
Row > wa tobe done now ? 
Aded, Firlt toplantRrong guard 
About the mother, Tg {ome ſnare 
To hunt this ſpotred Panther,and therc kill hun, 
Dn, What ſnares hrve we can ho'd him / 
CIMed. Be that care mine ; 
Dangers (like Starres) in darke attempts beſt ſhine. 
Exeun, 


Enter Cornegs, Baltazar. 

*. Cor, The Lady Oxx/ia drefſeth the ſtead other commen- 
dations in the moſt CourtlyAttire that words can be cloth'd 
with,trom her ſelfe toyou,by me. 

Bal. So Sir ; and what diſcaſe troubles her novw ? 

Cor. The Kings Evill ; and here che hath ſent ſomething 
co you wrap'dup ina white ſheet, you need not feare to v- 
pcnit,tis no coarſe. 

Zal, What's here? aletter mincd into five morlſels ? 
What was ſhe doing when thon camſt from her ? 

Cor, Ather pricke-ſong.. 
B ai.So me thinks, for here's nothing but ſul-Re-me-fa-mu: 
W hat Crochet fils her head now, canſ(t tell ? 

Cor, No Crochets, 'tis oncly the Cliffe has made her 
m:d, 

Bal, What Inſtramcnt playd ſhenpon ? 

Cor, Awind inſtrumcnt,ſhe did nothing but ſigh. 

Bal, Sel, Re,me, Fa, M1. 

Cor, My wit has alwaycs had a ſinging head,I have found 
eut her Note Captaine. 
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Pal, The tunc? come, | 

Cor, Soul,my toule » "Te is all rent and torne like ar 
muttin ; me, mend it good Captainc ; fa, ta, whats fa Cap- 
taine ? 

Bal, Fa, why farcwel and be hang'd. | 

Cor, M1, Captaine,\vith all my heart ; hauc I tickled my 
Ladics Fiddle well ? 

Bal, Oh but your (ticke wants Rozen to make theſtrin 
ſound clcarely : no, this double Viirginall, being canningly 
touch'd, another manner ot Iacke leaps up then is now 1 
mine cyec : Sol, Re,me,fa,mi, Thave it yow, Sol/ms Rex me 

facit nuſeram : Alas poore Lady, tell her no Pothecary in 
Spaine has ary of that Aſa ferida ſhe writes for, 

Cor, Af fetrda? what s that ? » 

Bal, A thing to be takenina eliſter-pipe, 

( or, Why whatayles my Lady ? 

Bal, What ayles ſhe ? why when ſhe cryes out, So/us Rex 
me facit miſerams, ſhe fayes in the Hypocronicall language, 
that ſhe is ſo miſerably tormentcd with the wind-Chollicke 
that it rackes her very ſoule, 

Cer. Ifaid ſomewhat cur her ſoule inpeeces, 

Bal. Burgoe to her,and fay the Oven is heating, 

Cor. And what ſhall be bak d int? 

Bal, Carpepyes: and beſides, tellher thehole inher 
Coat ſhallbe mended :. and tell herit the Dyall of gocd 
dayes goe true,why then bounce Buckrum. | 

Cor. The Divell lyes (icke of the Mulligrubs. 

Z al, Or the Cony is dub d,and three ſheepskins 

Ccr, With the wrong ſide outward 

B il. Shail make the Foxa Night-cap. 

Cer, Sothe Gooſe talkes French to the Buzzard, 

Bal, But, Sir, 1t evilldayes jaſtle our prognoftication to 
the wall, then ay there's a fire in a Whore-maſters Cod- 
pecce, | . 

: 8 -. Anda poylon'd Bagye-pudding in Tom Thumbes 
elly, 
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Bal, 


The Noble Spaniſh Souldier. 


” Bal, The firſt cut be thine : farewell. 
' Cor, Is this all? | 
Bal. Woo't not traſt an Almanacke ? 
Cor, Nor a Corantancither, tho it were ſcal'd with But- 
ecr , and yet I know where they both lye paſſing well. 
Emter Lopes, 
Lop, The King ſendsround about the Court to ſeek you, 
Bal. Away Otterhound, 
Cor. Dancing Beare, I'me gone. Exit, 
Enter King attended. Exernnt omnes, 
Kin, A private rocme, 
Is't done? haſt drawnethy two-edg'd fivord out yer ? 
Bal, No, I was {triking at the two Iron Barres that hin- 
der your paſſage,and ſee Sir, Drawes, 
Kin, What mneanſt thou ? 
Bal, The edgeabated,feele, 
Kin, No,no,I ſee it. 
Bal, Asblunt as Ignorance, 
Kin, How ? putup-- $0 -- hoy ? | 
Bal, I ſaw by chance hanging in Cardinall 4/varez Gal- 
lery apicture of hell, 
- Kin. So, what of that? 
Bal, There lay upen burnt ſtraw ten thouſand brave fel- 
| lowes all ſtarke naked, ſome leaning upon Crownes, ſome 
on Miters,ſome on bags of gold : Glory in another Corner 
lay like a feather beaten in the raine ; Beauty was turn'd in- 
toa watching Candle, that wentout ſtinking : Ainbition 
went upon a huge high patre of ſtilts, bur horribly rotten ,; . 
ſome in another nooke were killmg Kings, and ſome ha- 
ving their elbowes ſhov'd foriward by Kings to murther 0- 
thers; I was (methought) halfe inhell my ſelte whilſt I 
ſto-d to view this peece. 
= Kin. Was thisall? 


Bal. W#'r not enongh to ſee that a man is mere health- 


fall that cats dirty puddings, thanhe that feeds en a corrup- 
ted Conſcience, md oben tag 


Kin, 


7 he Noble Spaniſh $ ouldier; 


Xin, Conlcience!what's that ? a Conjuring booke n&re 
Without the readers danger : 'tis mdeed , (open'd 
A lcare-croiy {cr 1'th world to fright weake fuoles : 

Haſt thou {cence tields pav'd o're with carkaſles, 

Now to be tender-fuoted, net to tread 

Ona boycs manglca quarters,and a womans ! 

Bal. Nay, Sir, Ihave ſcarch'd the recordsof the Lows 
Countries, and findc that by your pardon I need not care a 
pinne forGoblins,and therefore I will dov't Sir. I did but re- 
cople becauſe. I was double charg'd. | 

Kin, No more,here comes a Satyre with ſharpe hornes, 

Enter Cardinall,and Media like a Freneh 
Diofor, 

” Car. Sir here's a Frenchman charg'd with ſome ſtrange 
Which to your cloſe carc onely hee'ILdeliver, (bulinefle 
Or elſc to none. 0 

Kin, A Frenchman? 

Med, We Mounfire. 
+ Kin, Cannot he ſpeake the Spaniſh ? 

Aled, Si Signior, vr Poco ; —— Monſir Acontez in de 
Courncr,me ccme for offer to yourBon grace mi trezhumbla 
ſervice, by gar no Tohn fidleco ſhall putinto your neare 
LraverMelody dan dis vn pctite pipe ſhall play upon te your 
oreat bon Grace. 

Kin, What is the tune you'll ſtrike up,touch the (taing, 

Ated. Dis ; me ha run up and downe mane Countric,and 
learne many tine ting,and muſh knavery, now more and all 
dis, me know you ha jumbla de fine vench and fill her belly 
wid a Garſoone,her name is le Madame -—- 

Kin, Onalia, 

ed, She by gar : Now Monlire, dis Madam ſend for 
me to helpe her Malady, being very naught of her _— 
(her body) me know you no point love a dis venſh ; but 
royall Monfire donne Moyc ten towſand Frenſh Croownes 
ſhe ſhall kicke up her taile by gar, and beſhide lye dead as 
dog in dc ſhannell, TnL 3b 
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Kin, Speakelow. 24790 A 
Med, As de bagge-pipe when de winde is puff, Gar 


beigh. 
Kin. Thou nam'ſt ten thoufandCrownes,Vle treble them 
\ Rid me bur of this leprolie : thy name ? 
Aed. Monfire Do Yor Deavle, 
Kix, Shall ta ſecond wheele adde to this mi 
To ſet it taſter going ? 1f one breake, 
Th'other may keepc his motion, 
AM-4, Eflelent fort boone, 
 Kov, Baltazar, | 
To give thy Sword an cdge againe, this French-man 
Shall whet thee on;that it thy piſtoll faile, 
Or ponyard, this can ſcnd the payſon home. 
Bel. Brotkcr Carm wee'll ſhake hands. | 
ALAd, In de bowlc of de bleody buſher : tis very fine 
whol-ſome, 
Kin, And more to arme your reſolution, 
Ye tune this Churchman fo, that he ſhall chume 
In ſounds harmonious, Merit to that man 
V hoſc hand has bur a finger in that a, 
Bal, That muſicke were worth hearing. 
Kin, Holy Father, 
You mutt gtve pardon to mein unlocking 
A Cave ſtutt full with Serpents,which my State 
Thrcaten to poyſon,and it lycs in you 
To breake their bed with thander of your voyce. 
Car, How Princely ſonne ? | 
Km, Suppoſc an univerſall 
Het Peftilence beat her mortifcrons wings 
O rc all my kingdome, am not I beundin foule , 
To empty ali our Achademes of Doors, 
And &iculipian tpirits to charmethisplague ? 
Car. Yonuare, 
K''n, Or had the Canon made a breach 
Into vur rich Eſcuriall,downe -q beat 1t 


ſchicfe 


Abotr 


VE 4 F : ds ain Aft MS 


: T he Noble S paniſt Soallber, 
About our eares,ſhoo'd I ta ſtop this breach 
Spare even Hur rickeft Ornaments,nay,our Crewne, 
| Could it keepe bullets off, 
] Cay. No Sir,you ſhould not. 
| Xin.This Lin{tocke gives you fire: ſhall then that ſtrumpet 
And baſtard breathe quicke vengeance in my face; * 
Making my kingdome recle,my ſabjeds ſtagger 
In their obedience,and yet live ? 
Car, How ? hve / 
Shed not their bloods to gaine a kingdome greater 
Thenten times this. 
cd. Piſhe, not mattera how Red-cap and his wit run, 
Kin. As Tam Catholike King,1I'lc have their hearts, | 
Panting in theſe twe hands. 2 
Car, Dare you turne Hang-man ? 
[s this Religion Catholike to kill 
W hat cven bruit beaſts abhorre te doe, {your owne / ) 
To cut in ſunder wedleckes ſacred knot 
Tyed by heavens fingers / te make Spaine a Bonfire, 
To quench which mult a ſecond Delage raine 
In ſhowres of bleod,no water ; If you doe this, 
| There is an Arme Armipotent that can fling you 
| Into a baſe grave, and your Pallaces 
With Lightning ſtrike,and of their Ruines make 
A Tombe or yo (unpitied,and abhorr'd : ) 
Bcare witnefle all yuu Lamps Ccoeleſtiall 
I waſh my hands of this, kneeling, 
Kin, Rite my good Angell, 
VW ho'c holy tunes beat from me that evill ſpirit 
VW hich jos mine Elbow,hence thou dog of hell. 
Aled, Bay wawghe, 
Kr, Barke out: nv more thou Maſtiffe,get you all gone, * 
And ct my tuule ficepe : there's gald, peace, ſee it done. 
Exit. 


« 


Aanent Medina,B altazar,Cardinall, 
£at, Sura, you Salla-Perilla Raſcall, Toads-guts, you 
| __ whorſon 
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1 be Noble Spaniſh Sonldjer 
whorſon pockey French Spawne of a barken-bellyed Spy- 


der, doe you heare,Monfire. 
AMed. Why doc you barke and ſnap at my Narciſſus, as 
ifI were de Frenſhe doag ? ww 
Bal, You Curre of © erberns litter ſtrikes him. 


You'll poyſonthe honeſt Lady ? doc but once toot into her 
Chamber-pot,and I'le make thee looke worſe then a witch 
docs.upon a cloſc-!toole, 
Car, You ſhall net dare to touch him,ſteod he here 
- Singlebetore thee, . 
Bal, Vie cut the Ravinto Anchovies, : 
 __ Car, Vie make thee kifſe his hand, imbrace him,love him 
And call him ——— Medina diſcovers, 
Bal. The pertction of all Spanyards, Mars in little, the 
beſt booke of the art of Warre printed inthele Tunes : as a 
French Doftor I woo'd have given you pellets for pills,but 
as my nobleſt Lord,rip my heart eut in your ſervice. 
CAed, Thouart the truck Clacke 
my e're to time paidlt tribute,(honeſt Souldier ) 


oft minc owne ans Ye yr ona French, 
Ondly to try thy truth, and the Kings falſhood, 


Both which I find : now this great « #1g volume 

Is open'd te me, I read him o're and o're,- 

Oh what blacke CharaRters are printed'in him. 
Car, Nothing butcertaine ruine threat your Neece; 

Without prevention : well;this plot was laid 

In ſuch diſgmic te ſonnd him,they thatknow 

How to meet dangers,are the leſle afrajd; 

Yetler me counſcll you not to text downe 

Theſe wrenes in red lines, 

Med, No,I will not,father ; 
Nouy that I have Anatomiz'd his thi \ 
Fle read a leQure on 'em that ſhall ave. 
Many mens.lives,andto the kingdome mintiſter 
Moſt wholetome Surgery ; here'sour Aphorilme ; 
ESE I ke 
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You know rreatof a marriage, 
Car, Thcre's the ſtrong Anchor . 
To tay all in this tempelt.: 
Med, Holyvir, 
; / With theſe werke you the King,and foprevaile, 
That all theſe miſcluctes Hal with Flagging late, 
Car, My beftin this. Ile due... 
Atcd. Souldier,thy breſt 
I muſt locke better things in. . 
Bal. *Tis your cheſt, 
With 3 cab keyes to keep itfrom opening, an honeſt hart, 
a daring hand,and a pocket which ſcornes mony. Exeuns 


—— 


Aus & utntws, Scana Prima, 


Enter King, . Cardinal with letters, . 


Kswn, Ommend us to Aſedina, fay his letters 
. Right pleaſing arezand | == (excepthimſclte) | 
Nothing could be more welcome : counſell him 
(To blot the cpinion out of facticus numbers ) 
Onely to have as ordinary traine. , 
\V aitingupen him : for,to quitall feares 
Vpon lus ſide of us,our very Court . 
Shall even but dimly ſhine with ſome few Dons, 
Freely to prove ourlen cat to PEACE. 
Car. The Conltabl E end 4 ſome pawne from you; - 
Thar in this Fairy circle ſhall riſe up 
No Fury to cenfound his Neece nor him, 
> Min, AKingswordisengag'd, 
Car, It ſhall be taken, 
Kin, Valaſco, call the Captaine of oar Guard, - 
Bid him attend us mſtantly. 
Fal, Iſhall, Exit, . 


The Noble Spaniſh Souldier: 


' Riu, Lopez come hither : ſee 
Letters from Duke Aedina,both in the name *' . 
Of him and all his Fa tion, offering peace, 
And our old love (his Necce) Onelia . 
In marriage with her free and faire conſent 
To Cockaailia,a Don of Spaine, 
Lep, Will you refuſe this ? - 
L K'ix.” My Crewne as ſoone: they feele their finowy plots 
Belike to ſhrinke th jaynts ; and fearing Ruine, 
Have found this Cement out to piece up all, 
Which more endangers all. 
Lo, How Sir ' endangers / 
Kin, Lyons may hunted be mto the ſnare, 
But if they once breake looſe, woe be to him 
That firſt {ciz'd on 'em., A poore priſener ſcornes 
'To kiffe his Iaylor ;-and (hall a King be chuak'd 
With ſycet-meats,by falſe Traytors ! no,I will fawne 
On them,as they ſtroake me, till they are faſt 
But in this paw : And then. 
Lop. Abrave revenge. | 
The Captaine of your Guard. 
| Exter Captaine, 
Kin, Vpon thy life 
Double our Guard this day - let every man 
Bearc a charg'd Piſtol;hid ; andat a watch-werd 
Given by a Musket,when eur ſelfe ſees Time, 
Ruſh in ; and if Aedena's Fation wraltle | 
Againſt your ferces,kill ; but if yecld,fave : 
Be ſecret. 
Alanz, Iam charia'd,Su. Ea; | 
Kin, Watch,Yalaſco, 
Tf any weare a Croſſe, Feather,or Glove, 
Or ſuch prodigious.ſignes of a knit Faction, | 
Table their names up : at our Court-gate plant | 
| Goodftrength to barre them out, uf once they ſwarme : 
Doc this upon thy life. 
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T he Noble Spaniſh Souldrr. 
Val. Not dcath ſhall fright mc. Exthnt, 


E nter Baltazar. 
Bal, *'Tis done, Sir. 
Kin, Death ! whatis done ? 
B al, Young Cub's flayd, 

But the ſhee-Foxſhifting her hole is fled; 
The little Iackanapes the boy's braind, 

Kun, Sebattian? 

Bal, He ſhall ne're ſpeake more Spaniſh, 

Kim. Thou teacheſt me to curle thee. 

Bal, For a bargaine you ſct your hand to, 

K:n, Halte my Crowne I'de leſe,were it undone, 

Bal. But halfe a Crowne ! that's nothing : 
His braincsſticke in my conſcience more than yours, 

Ki», How left I the French Doctor ? 2 HE Vi 

Bal. As French-men loſe their haire : here was to het 
ſtaying terhim. 

L 1, a theu too from my ſight,theQueen wu'dſcc the, 

Bal. Your gold,Sir. 

 &K1 in, Gac ty Fndas and repent. 

| Bal, So men hate whorcs after laſts heat is ſpent : 
I'me gone, Str, 

Kin, Tell me true,is he dcad ? 


Bal. Dead. 

Kt», No matter ; tis but morning of reVERSE, $0 Bec 
The Sun-ſet ſhall be red and Tragicall, Exm, 

Bal, Sinne is a Raven creaking her owne fall. Exit, 


Emer Meama,Denia, Alba, Carle, and the Fattion with 
Ro/emary in their hats, 
Aled, Keepe Ice d y' 6 doore, and let noneenter to 19 
But who ſharcs in our furtunes, 
Den, Locke the dores, 
Alb, What cntertainmentdid the Kine beſtow: 
Vpon your letters and the Cardinals? 8 
Med, Witha devouring eyeheread*em ore, 
Swallowing our offcrs into his empty bolvine, 
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'As gladly as the parched carth drinks healths 
Out of the cup of heaven, 
_. Carl, Lntle 1a, 
WW hat dangers cloſcly lye enamtuſhed. 
| Des, Letnotus truſtto that ; there's inhis brett 
Both Fox and Lion,and both thoſe beaſts can bite : 
We mult not now behold the narrowelt loope-holc, 
But preſently ſuſpeR a winged bullet 
Flyes whizzung by our cares. 
Med, For whenT let 
The plummet fall ts ſound his very foule 
In his cloſe-chamber, being French SoRer like, 
He to the Cardinals care ſung ſorcereus notes, 
The burthen of his ſang,to mine, was death, 
Onelia's inurder,and Sebaftiass ; 
And thinke you his voyce alters now ? 'tistrange, 
To ſee how brave this Tyrant ſhewes in Court, 
Throan'd like a god : great men are petty ſtarres, 
Where hus rayes fhine, wonder fills up all eyes 
By ſight of him, let him but ance checke ſinne, 
About him reund all cry, 6h excellent King ! 
Oh Saint-hke man / but let this Kingretire 
Into his Cluſct to put off his robes, 
He like a Player leaves his part off too ; 
Open his bre{t,and with a Sunne-beame ſearch it, _ 
There's nv ſuch man ; this King of gilded clay, 
Within 1s uglineſle,luſt;treachery, 
And a baſe foule,tho rcard Ce/lofſe-high. 
Baltazar beats to come in, 
Dn, Nene till he ſpeakes,and that we know his voyce : 
Who are you ? | 
Within Bal, An honeſt houſe-keeper inRoſcmary-lane too, 
If you dwell in the fame pariſh, 
CAed, Ohris wr hencft Souldicr,give him entrance. 
Enter Baltazar, 
Bal, Men ſhowlike coarſes, for I mect few but are ſtuck 
with Roſcmary : every one ask'd mee who yas _ to - 
AYa- , 
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| day, and I told *em Adultery and Repentance, and that 
| ſhame and a Har gman followed *<m to Church. 
| Med, Therc's but two parts toplay,ſhame has done hers, 
But execution mult cloſe up the Scxne, 
And for that cauſe theſe ſprrgs are worne by all, 
Badgcs of Marriage,now- ot Eunerall, 
For death this day turnces Courticr. 
Bal. Who mult dance with him ? | 
Aled. The King,and all that are our oppelites ; 
That dart 2r This muſt flyc into the Court 
Either to ſhoot this blazing (tarre from Spaine, 
Or cſe ſo long to wrap him up in clouds, 
Till all the fatall fires Ih him burne out , 
| Leaving his State and cenſcience cleere from deubt E 
Of follgwing uprores, | 

Alb. Kill not, bat farprize him, 

Carl, Thats my veyce till. 

AMed, Thine, Soulaicr. 

Bal, Ohthis Collicke ofa kingdome, when the wind of 
treaſon gets amongſt the ſmall guts, what a rumbling anda 
roaring it keepes:and yet make the beſt of it you can,it gocs 

out ſinking : kill a King ? 

Dex, Why? 

Bal. It men ſhould pull the Sun out ofheaven every time 
is ccclips'd, netall the Wax nor Tallow in Spainc wvo'd 
{crveto makeus Candles for ene yeare. h 

Med. No way to purge the ſicke State, but by opening 
a Vainc. 

Bal, Is that your French Phyſicke? if every one of us 
ſhov'd be whip'd according to our taults,to be laſht at a carts 
tatle would bc held bura fiea-biting, 

Evxter Signeor No: whiſhers Medina, 
led, Whatare you ? come you from the King ? 
No, No. 

Bal. Ne ? mereno's ? I know him\let him enter, 

ed. S:2ncer,[ thanke your {ind Intelligence; 

The newes long lince was iCRt into eur Cares, 
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as. a Thao} nico co 
The Noblo Spaniſh Souldiey; © 
Yet we embrace yoar love, ſo fare you well. 
| Carl, Will you {mellto a fprig of Roſemary? | 

Ns. No. vk pal TNT 

Bal. Will you ; 

No, No, Fe 'F ; | 

Bal, This is either Signeer Noor no SIgncor. 
| Med,” He makes his love tous a warning-Peece 
' Toarmeour ſelves againftwe come to Court, 
Becaule the guard is doubled, 
Omnes, Tuſh,we care nrt. 

Bal, If any herearmes his hand to cut off the head, lev 
him firſt plucke out my throat: in any Noble AR I le wade 
chin<dcepe with you: but to kill a King ? 
| Hed, Nogheareme—— | 

Bal, You were better, my Lord,faile 500 times to Bantor 
in the Welt-Indies, than once to Bararhrwm in the Low- 
Countries : It's hot going under the line there,the Callen- 
turc of the ſoule is amnoſt miſcrable madnefle. 

Med.Tarne then this wheele of Fate from ſhedding blood 
Till with her owne hand Iuſtice weyes all. 

Bal, Good. Exeunt, 


Enter Ducene, Malatefte, ages 

'fuee Muſt then his Trul be once more ſphear'd inCourt 
To triumph in my ſpeyles, in my ecclipſes ? 
And I like moaping /»nsſit,whilſt 7ove 
Varics his luſt into fiye hundred ſhapes p 
Toſtcalc to his whores ded /no, Malarefte, 
Italian fires of Icalouſic burne my marrow ; 
For todelude my hopes, the leacherous King 
Cats out this robe cf cunning marriage, 


To cover his Incontinence, which flames x 7 Oe - 
Hot (as myfury ) in his blacke defires: 
Iam fwolye big with child of vengeance now; _ 
And till deliverd, feele the throws ofhell. Nob 
Mal. Tuſt is your Indignation,high, and Neble; _ * 
And the brave ofa truc Florentine ; hy Shes 
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In the Kings hcart,and witha blacke cole drawes 
On every wall your {coff dat inyarics, 
As one that has the refuſe ofher ſheets, 
And the ficke Autumne of the weakned King, 
Where ſhe drunke pleafares np in the full ſpring. 
Quee, That(Malatefte) That, That Torrent wracks me 1 
But Hymens Torch(held downe-ward)ſhall drop ont, 
And for it, the mad Furics {wing their brands 
About the Bride-chamber. 
Mal, The Pricſt that joynes them, 
Our T\vin-borne malediction. 
| Lace, Lowd may it ſpeake, 
al, The herbs and lowers totrew the wedding way. 
Be Cyprefle, Eugh,cold Colliquintida. " 
.Quee, Henbane and Poppey,and that magicall weed . 
W hich Hags at midnight watch to catch the ſeed. 
/Aal. Tothele our execrations,and what mifchucfte 
H-11 can but hatchin adiltrated braige, 
I lebe the Executioner,thoit looke 
So harrid it can fright e'ne murder backe, 
' 2 nee, Poylon his whor e to day,for thou ſhalt wait 
On the Kings Cup,and whenheated with wine 
He cals to drink the Brides health, Marry her 
Alme to a gaping gravc. 
Afal. Atboard? . 
Luce, Atboard. 
1al, When ſhebein guatded roand about with fricnds; 
Like a faire Hand,hem'd with Rockes and Seas, _ 
W hart reſcue ſhall I find ? | | 
«ce, Mine armecs :doſt faint ? 
Stood all the Pyrcnxan hulls that pat 
Spainc and our Country,op cachothers ſhoulders, | 
Burning with £tncan flame,yet thee ſhouldit un, 
As = 7 my Fre Su + h 
Firſt (triking ſparkles frem may fiimty breft : 
Wert thou to catchthe Anh bir pri Sunne 
Fat by tir bridlcs, ando rum backe-day, 


Wood . 


OE oY es. SM... 


7 he Noble Spanifh Souttier. 
'Wood ſt thou not doo't (baſe coward)to make way 
To the Italians fecond bliffe (revenge. 


 CMal.Were my bones threatned tothe whede of torture 
Vie doo't. 


Hnter Lopez, 
Anee, ARavens voycc,andit likes me well. 
Lop. The King expedts your preſence. 
- Mal, So,lo,we come ; ; 
Toturne this Brides day to a day of doame, Exenm, 


A Banquet ſt out, Cornets ſounding ; Enter at one dove L- 

pra,F alaſes, Alanzr, Nee after them King,Ca dmall,with 
| Den Cockadillio Bridegroome, Yncene and Malateſte af- 
| | ter. Atthe other dire Alba,Carlo, Rederigo, Medina and 
Denia leading Onelia as Bride,Cornego and [nanna after, 
Bartazar alone, Bride and Bridegroome kiſſe, and by the 
Cardinal are jojn'd hand inhand: King 1s very merry, 
bagging Medina very loving! J. \ | 


tow. JAR. os. Goth. af © ; 


" Kin, For halfe Spaines weight in Ingots1'de notloſe 
This httte man to day. | 
Aed. Nor for ſo much | i 
Twice told,Sir, would I mifſe your kingly preſence ; 
Mine eyes have loſt twacquainrance of your face 
So long,and I ſo (little) late read &'re 
That Index of the royall booke your mind, 
That ſcavce (without your Comment)canT tell 
When 1n thoſe leaves you turne ore fmiles or frownes. 
K's. 'Tis dimnefle of your fight,no faalt i'th letxer ; 
Medina, you ſhall find that tree from Errata's : 
And for a proofe, 
Tf I could breath my heart in welcomes forth, 
This Hall ſhould ring naught elſe ; welcome Xedina, 
Good Marqueſic Deniz, Dons of Spaine allwelcome : | 
deareſt love and Queene,be it your place 
Toentertaine the Bridc,and dec hergrace. | 
Duce, Withallthe love - can, wholſc fire is ſuch, 
HA 2 


| 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldi:r. 
To giveher heat, I cannot burue toomnch, 
K;», Contrated Brideand Bridegroome fit, _ 
Sweet flowres not pluck'd in ſeafon,lofe their icent, 
So iwill our pleaſures ; Father Carduuall, 
Me thinkes this morning new-begins cur reigne. 
Car, Peace hall her Sabbatline're till no in Spaine, 
Kin. Where is our Nuble Souldier-Ba/tazar ? 
So clole in conference with that Signtor ? 
1 iO, No. | 
Kin, What think it thou of this great day, Ba/razar ? 
Bal. Of this day ? why as of a new play, if it ends well, 
all's well ; all men are but Actors, now if you being the 
King, ſhould be our. of your part,or the Queenc out of hers, 
or yourNons out of thcirs, here's No wil never be cut of his* 
Ns, Net | 
Bal. *'Twerealamentabte peece of ſtuff to ſee. great 
Stateſmen have vile Exits ; but I hope there are nothing bur 
plaudities in all your eyes. | 
Kin, MinclI proteſt are free, _ 
Lee, Ang mine by heaven, 
al. Free frum one good looke till the bloy be given, 
Kin, Wine ; a full Cxp crown'd to edina's health, 
Atcd, Your Righneſle this day ſo much honors me, 
That I topay you what I truly owe, 
My lite ſhall venture tor it. 
D<:n, Solhall mine, | 
Kin, Onelia,you are ſad : why frownes your brow ? 
One. Afoolith memory of my paſt ills 
Folds up my looke in furrowes of old carc, 
But my hcart's merry, Sir. 
Kia, Which mirthto heighten, | 
Your Bridegroome and your ſelte firſt pledge this health 
\Wh:ch we.begin toour high Conltable, | 
Three Cups fild : 1,tothe King,2.to the Bridegroome,. 
3.19 Onelia,with whom the King complements, | 
Lee, Istipecdiag ? 
ai, As all our Spanilh bs are, 


Kin. 
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The Noble Spaniſh Souldith, 


Kin. Here's to _Medina's heart wich all my heart. 
Med. My hart ſhal pledge your hart th deepen drght 
That everSpanyarddranke. 
Kin, HMedna mockes me, 
Becauſe I wrong her with the largeſt Boyle : 
le change with thee,Ondia;» - Mal, rages: 
,2nee, Sir you ſhall not, | 
Ks, Feare you I cannot fetch it off? * 
Dnee, Malateſie ! 
Kin, Thisis ; your-ſcorne to her, becauſe Tam doing 
This pooreſt honour to her'z, Muſtcke found, - 
It gees werent ten fadoms tothe ground, 
Cornets. King drinkes, Queen and Mal Storms, 
| A al. Fare ftrikes with the wrong weapon. 
wee, Sweet reyall Sir no more, 1t 15 r00 acepe. 
Mal. Twill hurt yourhealth fir,,,-, 
Ki», Interrupt me in my drinke ::tis off, 
Mal, Alas fir; 
You have drunke your laſt, that poyſon' d buwlc I fll'd 
| Notto be put int yourhand, but hers... '/ 
Kn, Pouy ſon'd ? | 
Omnes, Deſcend blacke ſpeckled ſoule to hell, bt. 2al. 


Ha}... The Queene has ſent methuther, ayes... 
Card. What new ne ſhakes now her ſnakes locks, - 
Dee. ;# T, us [ ; 
| wW hoſe {oule 1s rorne IN PCECES, tull 1 ſend 
This Hatlot home. 


Car. More murders ! fave the Lady. 

Bat, Rampant ? let the Conſtable make a mittimus.. 

Ied, Kecpe'em aſunder. 

Car, How t it,royall ſonne ?- 

Ki», I feele no poylon yet,onely mine eyes 
Are putting out their lights : me thinks 1 fecle 
Dcaths Icy fingers ſtroking downe my face ; and nou : 
Tmeina mortall cold ſweat. 

Duce, Deare my Lord. 


" Kiy, Honce,coll emp Fhyficians, 
| H 3 ; Ces, 
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7 be Kebls Spaniſh Soaldier: 


Hed, Thy Phyſician, Tyrant, 
Dwcls yonder, call on him or none. 


Kin, Bloody Medina,ftab'ſt thou Bratw two ? 
Dey. As hee is, ſoare weall. 
£K:z. I burne, | | 
My braines boyle in a Caldron, O one 
Of water now to coole me. 
One. Ohlet him kave Phyſicians. - 
Ated, Keepec her backs. | 
K:n, Phyſictans for my ſoule, Tneed none cle ; 
You'll not deny me'thote - oh holy-Father, | 
Is there no mercy hoveritng macloud © -'/ 
For me a miſerable King ſudrench'd | 
In perjury and murder ? 
Car, Oh vir eſtore, 
Kin, Come downe,come quickly downs; 
Car, Vle forthwith- fend "(+ - 4s 
For a grave Fryer to be your Confeſſor, 
Ken, Dee, doe. FT 
Car, And he ſhall cure your wounded foule ; 
Fetch him good Sovldier.. 
Bal. So good a worke Vie haſten, 
* Kon, Onalia ! oh ſhee's drown'd mteares ! Orehe, 
Let me not dye unpardoned at thy hands, 
Enter Baltazar, Sebaftian as a Fryer with others, 
Car, Here comesa better Sargeon, 
Seb, Haile my goed Sonne, 
I come tobe thy ghoſtly Father. 
Kin, Ha ?:my child /*tis my Sebaftsan,or ſome ſpirit 
Sent in his ſhape to fright me, 

Bal. 'T1s no gobling,1r,feele;yonr owne ficth and blood, 
and much younger than youtho he be bald,and cals you ſon; 
had I bin as ready to hacuthis ſheeps throar, as you were to 
ſcnd him to the ſhambles,he had bleated no mere ; there's 
tefle chalke upon you ſcore of ſinnes by theſe round o'es. , 

Ki», Oh my dulſfoule looke up, thou art lomyhat lighters 
Noble Medina, lee Sebaftian lives : + hea 


Onalia 


The Noble cpanjbColder, 


Onelta ceaſe to weepe, Sebaftianiivea; ++ (2 

Fetch me my Crawne : my{weereſt pretty Dip. 7 

Can m1 "tl levaile chew onetophightr + it 

Thalt a, in Keavonattante at Ugs while Ecerboy. 2, 
Seb. I had but courife cheere: SOL 


Kin. Thou could{t ne re farebetter 1 277 
Rcligious houſes are thoſe hyves, where Bees | 
Make honey for mens-feulrs 'Trellthoe ,Bby, 
A Fry ery is a Gube,wtachtionely Nends; 


4 


Faſhioned by mc bhwomuncs 
Ocders of holy Frick hood em j 
Pth eyes of Angelgatodiiing 

Roth theſe untoa Crawnegwet ans, 


And beth are thine : you —_— our Contrat —_ | 
Sec hoy I ſeale it with this Marriage ; 


My bleſling and Spaines kingdome both be thine, 
Omenes. Long live Sebaſftiag. 
One. Doffthat Fryers courſe gray ; 
Andfince hee's crown da King,clothe him like one, 
Ks, on no : thoſe are right *overaigne Ornaments”; p 


beene clot h' d. 47" wn,” 
4 2 % p P on webs. © 2 yy 


y worke is almoſt finiſh'd : where's my Wo ? 


Lee, Here peece-mcale torne Mr aries. 
av, Onalia! 


Your hand Pax/ixa too, «cliayodgs 


This hand (the pledge of my twice Doken faith) 
By you ufurp'd 1s her Inheritance ; 


My ar is tarn'd,fee as my fate is turn'd, 


Thus they today laug h, yelter adbighy mourp'd: . 

bpardon thee EY 

Backe m»>Flofcnce Fs A hs OO <a 

Death comes : oh nouy I ſee what late I tear'd ! 

A Contratt brokc,tho pice'dup ne're ſo well, 

Hcaven fees,carth ſuffers,but it ends in hell. 
One. OhI could dye with him. 


wee, Since the bright ſpheare 


moritny, 


| Inf 
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7 be Noble Spaniſh Stnldity. 


T mov'd in falls, alas what make I here ? FE x98. 
Atca The haramers of black milchicfe now ceaſc beating, 
Yet ſome Irgns ſtill are heatitg : you,Sir Bridegroume, ' 
(Set all thiswhule up as a'marke to fhoot at) | 
Wc here diſcharge you of your bed-fellow, - 
Shee loves no Barbary waſhing. | 
Cock, - My Ballgare fav'd than.” 
Med. Beit your charge,1o pleaſe you reverend Sir, 
To ſee the late Queene ſafely ſentto Florence : ' 
My Necce Qnz/:4,and that truſty Souldier, 
We doe appoint fo guarpthe InfancKing- 
Other diſtraRtions, Time muſt reconcile ; | 
The State is poyton'd lie a Crocodile, Exenrl 


